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If a stranger happened to enter the huge, gaunt, 
old Parish Church of St Andrews aqy Sunday 
between the years 1854 and 1864, he would pro- 
bably be at once arrested by the appearance and 
bearing of the minister who then spoke from the 
pulpit there. The first look at that thoughtful and 
solemn, but not stern, countenance, might for a 
moment recall pictures of some great Puritan 
divine or Covenanting preacher of the bj^one time. 
But the deep, sweet voice, tremulous with sup- 
pressed emotion, the powerful yet tender intonation, 
bespoke a mind which, while it had not rejected the 
firm outlines of the old Scottish teaching, had 
tempered them with a mellower and more expansive 
spirit. The opening prayer was expressed neither 
in the well-known Old Testament phrases, so long 
habitual in the extempore prayers of Scotland, nor 
in the set liturgical language towards which modern 
usage tends. Earnest, solemn, even deeply reveren- 
tial, it was yet stamped with the individuality of 
him who uttered it. The sermon that followed was 
elevated in spirit, large in thought, beautiful in 
Illustration, quite beyond the common order of 
sermons. There was in this preaching no shadow 
of intolerance or asperity, yet no laxity nor loosen- 
ing of the bonds of definite truth ; full of charity to- 
wards those who differed, it was yet loyal to all Chris- 
tian verities as his Church conceives them. Without 
display of eloquence, or attempt at effect, the 
•discourse flowed on equably from end to end, in 
that pure style and subdued beauty which is the 
transpiration of a nature itself beautiful. The 
thought was penetrated with feeling, but not 
excited ; calm, but never dull. 



When the service was over, you would go away 
impressed with the weighty words and calm 
wisdom you had heard, and interested in the 
man who had spoken them. You had been 
listening, you felt, not merely to a good preacher, 
but to a man altogether unlike the common 
order of men. The words you had heard had 
not been reached by straining after lofty flights ; 
but were evidently overflowings from an habitually 
high level of life. 

When, led by the interest awakened, you began 
to hear more about the man, you would learn that 
Dr Park was not like most other men or ministers ; 
his soul was one that dwelt apart, and, while rich 
in all natural human sympathies, had tastes and 
interests of his own. You found that while he 
walked about the old city with benign looks and 
gentle greetings for all, he was in reality intimate 
with few. He shrunk sensitively from places of 
ordinary concourse, — from the throng and bustle 
of life. He was no business man, in the usual 
sense of the word ; he disliked platforms, was no 
adept at drawing up minutes, took no pleasure in 
moving amendments to minutes. Public meetings 
he had no heart for, and carefully shunned ; Presby- 
tery meetings his face was never seen in. His 
gentle spirit shrunk from the collisions of men and 
the strife of tongues. 

To many persons such retiring habits seemed 
unintelligible — perhaps blameable. The parish 
minister, they thought, ought to be ready to 
answer the beck of every one ; above all, ready to 
hold forth on all public occasions, and on all sorts 
of subjects. If such is the only standard of a 
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clergyman's duty, it must be owned that Dr Park 
fell far short of it. And perhaps even those who 
esteemed him most, could have wished that he 
could have shrunk less sensitively both from public 
and private resorts of men. But these feelings, if 
they existed, were tempered by the thought, how 
valuable to the community it was to have such a 
man moving among them, — one whose whole mind 
was conversant only with high thoughts and devout 
aspirations, and who, in all his bearing and conduct, 
set before his people a sample of something purer, 
greater, nobler, than ordinary men even dream of. 
There were some at least who felt that such a man 
did to his fellow-men other and rarer service than the 
busiest functionary could do. If you might sometimes 
regret that you did not know more of him, and see 
him oftener, you could not but feel that all you did 
know tended to elevate you — that from intercourse 
with him you always came away with feelings 
made sweeter, more harmonious, more serene. And 
you were convinced that whatever else might be 
wanting, it could not but be a blessing to the com- 
munity that a man of this stamp, so removed from 
'all the commonplace even of good men, should live 
amongst them, and speak to them each Sunday his 
pure, unworldly thoughts. 

For these Sunday services he was wont to prepare 
himself with great and scrupulous care. He felt to 
the last the solemnity of the preacher's office, and 
never entered the pulpit without a certain awe. 
This often gave rise to a nervousness which, though 
unobserved by others, was painful to himself ; and 
this feeling did not wear off, but rather increased 
with time. His serious efforts were spent on his 
sermons; but these, rich in thought and graceful 
often in expression as they were, hardly give any 
notion how much he lived in imagination, how 
intensely he loved the beautiful. His heart was 
penetrated with the love of Beauty, and of those 
Arts in which that love expresses itself. Poetry, 
Painting, Music, all three, but especially Music, were 
his familiar relaxations, the delight of his leisure 
hours. And in each of these, when his more 
serious duties allowed, he became not merely a 
passive recipient of what others have wrought, but 
himself an artistic worker. On subjects connected 
with poetry I several times conversed with him, 
and though I do not remember that he ever himself 
began the subject, yet, when drawn on to speak of 
it, he more or less opened his mind, and you saw 



how deep was his passion for poetry, how much 
it had entered into his thoughts. While still a 
young man, he had'twice gone on a pilgrimage to 
Rydal Mount, and had conversed with the venerable 
Sage who still dwelt there. Some notes of those 
conversations, I believe, still remain, which may 
perhaps even yet see the light. A conception, 
but not an adequate one, of his poetic power, may 
be got from the words of his own in the following 
collection, which he fitted to appropriate melodies. 

His fondness for drawing first, and afterwards for 
Painting, was hardly less strong than his love of 
Poetry. The sketches which he has left are enough 
to shew that, had Painting ever been to him more 
than an occasional amusement, he might have 
attained to high excellence in it. But of all the 
fine arts. Music was the one for which he had the 
deepest passion. He belonged to a family in which 
the love and power of music was native, and he 
took to it as a bird does to the air. Though 
entirely self-taught, he became for an amateur, 
according to the testimony of those who used to 
hear him play, an unusually fine performer. He 
has left behind him compositions in many styles, — 
Song-melodies, Dance-Music, Sonatas, — of which 
those contained in the following collection are but 
a small sample. 

It may be easily conceived that the life of one so 
retiring, so artistic, and so meditative, had few 
striking incidents or adventures. Men like him 
live inwardly, rather than outwardly, so that there 
is little of external event for the^ eye to see or the 
pen to record. 

His native place was the town of Greenock, on 
the Firth of Clyde, where he was born in 1804. 
His school training he received first in Greenock, 
afterwards at a boarding-school in Paisley. With 
him, as with most native-bred Scots, school time 
seems to have counted for little, college life for 
much. When he left school he went to Glasgow 
University, — the usual resort of all the abler 
youth belonging to western Scotland. He partook 
of that warmer, more imaginative temperament 
which seems to belong more to the west of Scotland 
than to the east, and which has always greatly 
enriched the student life in Glasgow University. 
Is it that in the western people there is more 
Celtic blood to warm their veins ? or is it that the 
milder atmosphere of the west is more quickening 
to feeling and imagination than the dour and 



repressing east winds, driving men in upon them- 
selves ? 

The chief fact of Dr Park's College time at 
Glasgow, was his intimate friendship with Alexander 
Scott, his fellow-townsman, and son of the then 
parish minister of Greeaock. Mr Scott became 
early known as the friend and assistant of Edward 
Irving, when the crisis of that great Preacher's 
career in London fell upon him. About the year 
1830, when the Church of Scotland, by some evil 
destiny, took to stoning her prophets, Alexander 
Scott was one of the victims. About the same 
time, and acting under the same impulse, though on 
somewhat different grounds, her church courts cast 
out Edward Irving, John Macleod Campbell, and 
Alexander Scott. It may well be doubted whether 
she has ever since contained within her borders, 
three men, the equals of these in the spiritual 
sphere, whom she could cast out. Mr Scott after- 
wards became the Principal of Owen's College, 
Manchester, and continued to the end of Ws life 
the intimate friend of Dr Macleod Campbell, of 
Mr Maurice, and of Mr Erskine of Linlathen. All 
who knew him used to express their regret that he 
had never by writing left any worthy record of his 
rare powers. Mr Erskine used to say, that of all 
the men of thought he had known — and he had 
known many in his time — Alexander Scott he 
believed to be the most original thinker, and the 
most profound. This man was Dr Park's chief 
friend during his years at Glasgow College, and 
the different courses they took in life never abated 
the warmth of their early friendship. 

Before finishing his theological studies, Dr Park 
passed one session at the University of Aberdeen. 
His chief friends there were Dr Meams, and the 
members of the family of Dr Gerard, who was 
then Professor of Divinity in Aberdeen. When he 
received licence as a preacher of the gospel, he 
became assistant first to Dr Steele of the old West 
Church of Greenock, afterwards to Dr Grigor, 
then the aged minister of Bonhill, in Dumbarton- 
shire. In this last position he was succeeded by 
Mr Candlish, afterwards the well-known Free 
Church leader, with whom Dr Park at that time 
was very intimate. The man whose friendship 
embraced two men of such different character as 
Alexander Scott and Dr Candlish, must have been 
wide in his range of sympathy. His first inde- 
pendent charge was as minister of a Presbyterian 



congregation in Liverpool, where he continued for 
eleven years. 

During the latter part of this period, Scotland 
was agitated by that great ecclesiastical strife which 
was to rend in twain the Presbyterian Church. In 
that controversy Dr Candlish was becoming known 
as the young and fiery leader, while Dr Park, it 
may well be believed, was glad to be in Liverpool, 
out of reach of the turmoil. When the crisis came, 
he adhered to the Church in which he had been 
brought up and ordained ; and after the Disruption 
he was called to the parish of Glencairn, in Dum- 
friesshire. 

Glencalrn is a beautiful pastoral valley, running 
down to Nithsdale from the west. The place, with 
its beauty and quiet, suited well Dr Park's medita- 
tive temper. In that congenial retirement it was 
that he composed many of his songs and much of 
his music. While preparation of his sermons was 
here, as always, his first care, it is interesting to 
know how his musical genius worked together with 
that more sedate employment. One who lived 
much with him at that time, still tells how, when 
he had sat long at his desk, and got embarrassed 
in some difficult line of thought or argument, 
suddenly he would spring up, and retire to a vacant 
room in which stood a piano. Thence he would be 
overheard striking out discord upon discord, each 
jarring and entangling the other, here and there 
interspersed with notes " in sad, perplexed minors." 
After a time there would stream off from his hand 
a flood of harmony free and full. Straightway he 
would return to his study with mind calmed and 
cleared ; and the sequel of his sermon would flow 
from his pen as easy and lucid as that burst of 
harmony had done from his fingers. To the un- 
initiated it is a thing inexplicable, what sympathy 
there can be between a process of thought and a 
strain of music. 

" In vain with dull and tuneless ear, 

They linger by soft music's cell, 
And in their heart of hearts would hear 

What to her own she deigns to tell. 
'Tis misty all, both sight and sound." 

But those who have music eminently in their 
nature, feel otherwise. They know that there is no 
thought, no mood of mind, no emotion possible to 
man, which has not its correspondent in instru- 
mental harmony, and may not be expressed by it. 
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So was it with Dr Park in music. He found then, 
and all his life through, not only a delightful 
enjoyment, not only a quickener of his mental vision, 
but a continual solace and refuge when cares pressed 
heavily. 

After eleven years in the rural seclusion of Glen- 
cairn, he quitted it when requested to undertake 
the first charge of the Collegiate Parish Church 
of St Andrews. The atmosphere of Glencairn 
was in some ways more congenial to Dr Park's 
temperament than that of a University town. 
There, besides the large congregation habitual 
to the parish church, he had for auditors in winter, 
professors and students — persons generally sup- 
posed to be critical — and in summer the large 
number of strangers who resort to what is now a 
favourite sea-side watering-place. Dr Park was, 
of course, by character and attainments, more 
fitted than most men to instruct these different 
kinds of hearers. But * great intellectual efforts,' 
as men speak, or any semblance of display, he 
had no liking for. He did not care to be ranked 
among the aristocracy of talent. Of him as of 
another it may be said, that ' he instinctively shut 
up before literary display, and pomp, and donnish- 
ness, — faults which are said to beset academical 
societies.* In this new sphere, however, he bore 
himself with a native dignity which commanded 
the respect of all, and with a gracious benignity 
which won their way to many hearts. Yet he 
lived, as I have said, 'apart.' Those who knew 
him at all would gladly have known him more; 
but they felt that there was at the centre an inner 
circle of reserve, within which he did not care that 
any eye should intrude. The strain of Sunday 
duty was felt perhaps more severely at St Andrews 
than at Glencairn, and it did not grow less but 
rather more as time went on. The calls to small 
pieces of business, to committee meetings, and to 
numberless other matters which come so thick on a 
minister in a town, must have been more dis- 
tasteful to Dr Park than to most men. And it 
must be said that he spent as little time as possible 
on these things. He left them to those who have 
at once more taste and more aptitude for them. 
Neither did parochial visitation or organisation 
occupy so much of his time as they do with many 
ministers. But his reserve and his fear of speaking 
too much of sacred things, perhaps rendered what 
he did the more impressive. All the time of 



his stay in St Andrews, his very presence was a 
powerful though silent witness for good. No 
one, I believe, remembers to have heard a word 
fall from his lips that was alien to the most serious 
view of life. And many, in looking back, are 
aware that his sojourn among them shed a beauti- 
ful, if somewhat pensive light on all the places and 
scenes through which he passed. 

His more serious duties in St Andrews left little 
leisure for the cultivation of his artistic tastes. 
Sometimes his figure might be seen, as in his 
solitary walks he paused on some sea headland, and, 
shading his eyes with his hand on his forehead, gazed 
intensely on one of those beautiful sunsets which 
the wide horizon around the old city unfolds. 
But there were things he could only fully enjoy 
when his short summer or autumn holiday came. 
It had been his custom from boyhood, once a year, 
when the vacation allowed, to leave ordinary cares 
behind, and turn to scenes where Beauty is supreme. 
Sometimes he would go, as on a pilgrimage, among 
the Cathedrals of England, every one of which, it 
is believed, in his time he visited. Oftener he 
would plunge all alone into the least frequented 
byways of the Highlands. There, as he wandered 
on for the most part solitary, the craving for poetry, 
painting, and melody, long restrained, now found 
full and free outlet. His note-books, which he 
carried with him, remain striking records of the 
things with which his imagination was then busy 
all day long. Vivid sketches of mountain ranges, 
solitary peaks, boat-covered sea lochs, the Glen- 
garry Hills, Ben More Coigach, Sulvein, and many 
another, — crumbling castles, solemn brotherhoods 
of trees, intermingled with the notes of some wild, 
sweet air, taken down from the singing of some 
Highland lass, then the rough draft of some song 
or lyric as it was first dashed off — these make 
up his jottings by the way. It was on some such 
journey on foot through the Aberdeenshire High- 
lands that he picked up from a country girl an old 
tune, to which he set the well-known words, — 

" I would I were where Goudie rins, 
At the back o' Benachie." 

This song, given by Dr Park to a friend, passed 
into the hands of the late Finlay Dun, and was by 
him given to the world. It has long been a popular 
song ; but few, as they sang or heard it, have known 
that it was to Dr Park they owed the preservation 
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of the melody and the composition of the so appro- 
priate words. This, perhaps, the world did not 
care to know, and the author did not care to tell 
them. Such brief holidays coming once a year 
were almost the only leisure he had for any kind of 
creation. And in his case, as in that of most 
artistic persons, creation required leisure. Thus, 
strong as was his natural bent towards the arts, 
they never formed his serious occupations. And 
to reach the highest excellence they must be made 
so. With him they were the relaxations, delight- 
ful relaxations of life, not its engrossing pursuit. 
He dashed off his compositions as they rose 
unbidden, and thought little more of them. It 
never occurred to him to seek fame through these 
accomplishments, nor even carefully to associate 
his name with anything he had made. Often, 
when asked by his relatives to publish some of his 
things, he would reply, ' No ; I will leave them all 
in your hands, and, when I am gone, you may do 
what you will with them.* 

As to the poetry of the songs, now for the first 
time made public, it is of a high, though not of the 
highest, lyrical order. Elevated thought, pure and 
delicate feeling, noble aspiration, breathe through 
all the songs ; and the expression of these senti- 
ments here and there reaches a fine felicity. But 
perhaps there is not any song which, touching the 
highest note, carries that out faultlessly from end to 
end. To Burns, and perhaps to one or two others, 
and that only in their happiest mood, was given that 
magical power of expression, that consummate lyrical 
perfection. Perhaps Burns, when at his very best, 
sang out some of his most perfect songs, as the sky- 
lark sings its music in the clouds. Yet, even he had 
often to labour hard before he could utter the feelings 
that were in him, so as to satisfy himself. Perhaps 
Dr Park never set himself painfully to train his 
power of expression to that elaborate finish which 
can be attained by dint of art. Yet everywhere in 
his songs you have the natural gush, the woodland 
warble that belongs to lyrical genius. To form 
a just estimate of the Poetry of these songs, it must 
De remembered that they were rather the lonely 
communings of a heart with itself, — the overflow 
by which it relieved its fulness — than' composi- 
tions written for the eyes of strangers. Moreover, 
in composing them all, the music was uppermost 
in the author's thoughts — the words were entirely 
subordinate to the inspiring melody that was singing 



itself through his soul. Had he been composing 
words to be written down and read in a book, he 
would no doubt have given them more literary finish. 
As they stand, they are not the less, but the more, 
for their very defects, full of the true music of the 
heart. No other land possesses a larger band of 
native lyrists than Scotland does, — songsters who 
have made the air of their country musical with their 
melodies. To that large and honoured company 
Dr Park has added one more name — a name to 
be ranked, not, indeed, among the few great masters, 
but certainly in the order next to these. 

Those who pay attention to the words of some 
of these songs, and who do not yield to the too 
common belief that poets use fine words, meaning 
little or nothing by them, will overhear in many, 
and distinctly hear in some, a deep undertone of 
sadness as for some object loved and lost. This, if 
rumour vaguely heard speaks true, came from no 
mere phantasy, but had a real and very deep root 
in the affections. What that wound may have 
been, I know not. If he ever spoke of it to any 
one, they are not now living ; and none of those 
younger than himself would have ventured to allude 
to it, even had they desired to do so. It is enough 
to know that there is believed to have been some 
real ground for the sadness that breathes through 
many of his songs, and that it found its only 
utterance in stray melodies of word and music. 

This would well accord with that interesting 
theory which Keble has propounded, that poetry 
is often the natural relief of minds overpowered by 
some absorbing idea, or strong emotion, or imagina- 
tive regret, for which, from some cause or other, they 
have never found a direct outlet. Poetry, he tells 
us, expresses those strong or deep emotions which 
need relief, but cannot endure publicity. Of these 
feelings it is at once a revelation and a veil. One 
is often reminded of this view of Keble's in many 
of the cadences of Dr Park's written songs, and 
perhaps a practised ear might discover it in the 
tones of his melodies. 

For it was in Music that Dr Park was most 
truly at home. Painting, or the expression of 
beauty through form and colour, he touched with 
a part of his being ; poetry, or the expression in 
words of beautiful thought and feeling, he touched 
with a larger part of it. But Music was his native 
element ; his whole being was immersed in it ; 
through this channel all that was deepest and best in 
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him most naturally and freely uttered itself. From 
infancy he had taken to it, and, entirely self-taught, 
soon acquired full mastery of the art. But it was 
only in the society of his family and a few chosen 
friends that he sat down to the piano and gave free 
rein to his powers. Very few of his parishioners 
were ever allowed the privilege of hearing him. 
This may have been because he knew well the 
prejudice that existed in Scotland against a minister 
being seen to touch a piano or other instrument. 
Or it may have come from that modesty and 
reserve which often accompanies genius, and makes 
gentle hearts shrink from baring 

" to the rude world's withering view 

Their treasure of delight.** 

From whatever cause it may have been, he never 
played in general society. But when the doors 
were closed, and a small circle of relatives and 
friends, with perhaps one or two real musicians, 
were gathered round him, he would sit down, and 
let loose without stint the full tide of music that 
lay pent within. Far into the night it would flow 
on, that varied stream of harmony; his own 
compositions alternating with those of the great 
masters, ranging through the whole scale of merit, 
from the simplest Scottish ballad tunes to the 
highest symphonies of Mozart or Beethoven. Those 
who heard him then felt, what others since have 
felt, when studying these remains, that it was not 
so much any exquisitely finished bits as the cumula- 
tive power of the whole, which leave on the mind 
the total impression of a large and richly endowed 
soul naturally overflowing into song. 

The melodies contained in this collection form 
but a small part of the music which he composed. 
What their exact rank may be, as compared with 
those of other composers, it is not for one who 
has no technical knowledge of music to presume 
to say. They are highly esteemed by some 
skilled musicians who have had an opportunity of 
trying their quality. It is for this reason, and in 
the hope that they may give pleasure to many who 
knew nothing of their author, that they are now 
offered to the world, so long after the hand that 
first played them has been laid in the dust. 

As music had been his chief delight all his life 
long, so it was in a strange way associated with its 
close. At Christmas time 1864, Dr Park received 
a severe shock by the sudden tidings of the death 



of his nephew, a young physician in Greenock, for 
whom he had a specially deep affection, Dr Patori 
was a young man of high promise, and of rare self- 
devotion. When a great plague of typhus fell on 
Greenock towards the close of 1864, he never day or 
night relaxed his attendance on the suflferers, was 
himself seized with the fever, and fell a victim — one 
of five medical men who did so — to his devotion to 
duty. Dr Park never seemed to recover this blow. 
For the remaining months of his life his nephew's 
fate was always in his mind, and the thought of 
it seemed to prey upon his health. Yet, in the 
spring of 1865 he threw himself with his wonted 
interest into the performances of the St Andrews 
Choral Society, of which he was president, and 
which he had done much to encourage. On the 
night when this society gave its annual concert, Dr 
Park was present and on the platform, heartily 
enjoying the music. The selections of sacred music, 
which formed a large part of the concert, had been 
all concluded, and the Hallelujah Chorus alone 
remained for the close. When the music of the 
chorus began, Dr Park stood up, and the audience 
followed his example. He had just turned to one 
beside him and said, 'Is not this glorious.?' when 
he sank to the ground smitten with paralysis. 
When removed to an adjoining room, he opened 
his eyes and said to his physician and friend, * Is 
not this death ?' He lingered till next morning, 
but never spoke again. 

He was laid in the beautiful and interesting 
burying-ground which surrounds the ruins of the 
Cathedral. There, a little to the west of the old 
Tower of St Regulus, when you have wandered 
past the tombs of many generations of Professors 
of the University and Doctors of thp Church, 
beyond the graves of Samuel Rutherford, and 
his successor, the pious Halyburton, in a spot 
aloof from the rest, is Dr Park's grave. It is a 
retired nook, which, unless carefully sought for, 
might easily be passed unnoticed. A small and 
modest tablet let into the wall, bearing his name 
and the date of his birth and death, alone marks 
the spot. 

To those who knew him, this quiet and sequestered 
nook seems a fitting resting-place for the gifted but 
retiring Dr Park, according well with his 

Secretum iter et fallentis semita vitae. 
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WITH THE SUNSHINE AND THE SWALLOWS. 



WORDS BY SIR J. NOEL PATON,R.S.A. 



AIUSIC BY JOHN PARK. 



VOICE. 



J RATHBR &CTICK, ». .. i. ». k L k 

J- 1 I I I I 1,^ ^ .t^ .h 



fU\ I 



With tiie smi-sliiiiei and the swal lows, and the 



PIANO. 




^ 




flow 



ers, She is com .lug, my le --.lov-..-ed, oer the 




-/ 




m 



m 



J J J 



^^^m^^^H^mmm^a^^^^^^^^^^^K^^^^^^^f^^^^ ^^ 



■& 



sea I 



And I 



sit a. ..lone and connt the wea..ry 




^ 







hours. 



m 



u \ I n I 




Till she com-eth in her hean.ty hack to 




^ 




'I i : r J J- J' i' ^ m 



^m 




com^eth in her heanty hack to me: 



And my 



^ 



f 



m 








? 




heart Trill not le qni..et« But 



in 



a "pnr.ple ri..otl' Keeps 





e..\er mad. Aj heating At the thought of that sweet meeting,^iVhen she 




^ 




I, J, J. f ^ j,j=^^ 



^ 



com eth with the snnmier oer the sea; 




m 



E 



^ 



ii 




t 




^^ 



I 



P 



P 




AU the 



I 



I 8 ■• 



p J r 

i 




sweetness of the Sooth, On the ro..ses of^ her month. All the 




J 




> > > 1 ^ 



¥ " ■ 1 a ■ I 



^ 



fer.vonr of its skies, 



In lier gen.. tie pprthem 



she 





com,-eth, my l)e._.lov..ed, home to mel 







With the 



I 



^ 



J 




a Tempo. 



i 



sunshine, and the swaL. lows, and the flow ers. 



:s . Sne is 






S^'\f J J J «! J J J ^ 



^ u 



sit a lone and count the wea..ry boors. 



f 



Till 





com 



^efh in her hean.ty hack to 



me, 



to 








. . .plains , 



J 




m 



dawn; 



W=^ 



/ 



t I J r I; I ' i ^ 

But Uithe 1)irds twitter in the crimson 




i 




No 



more the fai ry frost-flowrs fret the 





m 



m 



^^ 



^ 



* ■ 



lawn; 



And at times a ^viiite cloud wiiig.-etli From the 





}}}}}} '^ }\ } } }} } ^ ^ 



Southland up and hrihgeth 



A warm wind o . donr la. .den, ftorn the 





bowrs of that fair Ai . .den Where she lingers hy the hlne T}T..rhe-nian 



m 



m 





P gj- ^ 





^ 



^ 



^ 



li 



=fe 



^m 



f 



i 



i 



^ 



I 



^m 



p 




J JM w , 



i 




p 



sea 



And I tnm my lips to - meet 



Its 




J 




J- J- J^ ^ J 



i- J- l 1 } 1' i- ^^ 



kisses, fainl and sweet, For I know from he i^s tliey Ve "brongjit The 




A''i, > i' > 1 



^ 



f' i'l .1' J' ^- ^ Jiii' J J'l 



message, rapture fraught, "I am com-.ing,love,wifh summer home to 




a Tempo. 






flow. 



rs, Slie is 



'M H J J J ! ■ f 



com..ing, my he.-loY.-ed, oer the 




J 




\ i^-f^ 



honrs , 



m 



TiU she 



com 



^^N 



^^ 



..etn in her bean _.ty back to 




J 




com 



r .^ ^ J' J' ^^ 

i_..eth in her hean_.iy hack to me'. 



n\ 







HOW BEAUTIFUL YOUR PRESENCE. 



WORDS BY WORDSWORTH 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK. 



VOICE. 




Ttrw 



3 




^m 



i 



How beauti « f ul your presence, how be _ nig'ii, how be » nig*n. 



PIANO. 



n n\, 




^^ 



^ 



E 



> 




i 



I 



i 



Sep 



s 



S: 



vants of 



77 

God 



^ 




f 



^ 



who 




fe 



^ 



^ ^^ J I Q J 



s 



^ 



not a thought will share -writh the vain 




LTlJ 




s 



world: Who 



ID 



> 




^ — fe^-^ 



^^ 



^ 



^^ 



out-wardly as bare as win - ter trees, yield 



no fal - la-.cious 





r r \ U I J M i 



^ 



^ 






sig'n, That the firm 



soul is clothdwith fruit di _ vine. 



<7\ 



LTLJ 



# 



i 



rj 



/7s 




^ 



f 




^a^/>^a^r/a^a 





II 



^u 




dolce 



i 



i 



5 



% 



^ 



calld him forth 



to meet the com . mon 



alls 




i 



Mig-ht 



p=? 



s 



^ 



z 



^ 



>' 




^ 



^ 



3 



seem 



a saint « ly 



^^ 



i 



i - mag'e from its shrine des _ cend _ ed ; 




^ 





12 




^ 



?=? 



^ 




Hap - py are the eyes 



that meet the ap.pa. 




J 




^ 



s 



stayed at his ap _ proach. 




13 




p 



i 



E 



- die -. tion from his voice or 



hand 




6 



i 



a 



^ 



^ 



1 r r 




^p 





>' 




/?\ 



F=F 



^ 



^ 



^ 



(C\ AVhence g-paee, by which the heart can un _ der _ stand, And 




-& 



i^ 



/TN 



i 




g 



r 




ritard, al Fine 



1 

vows that bind the will, in si « lence made. 



?=? 



i 



£ 




i 



n 





f 
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SWIFTER FAR THAN SUMMER'S FLIGHT 



WORDS BY SHELLEY. 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK. 



J 



VOICE 



PIANO 




h. 



JiJTDjiJV^E COJ^ MOTO. 



ft^ 



rallentando. 



i 




7 a tempo. 




p 



y^ 



^ 



^F-^ 



3 



Svift « er far than Strmmer^B f lig^ht, 



Swift - ep 



^ 



fai' than 




> 




k 



m 



^^ 



^ 



p 



^ 



p 



hap-py Night, 



Smft _ ep far than Youth's de _ lig'ht. 




^5 



J 




Jz 



t 



m 



XT 



i 



E 



i 



r J ■ y; I 



Thou art come and 



g'one; 



As 



the earth when 




V 



n 



t±=i 



z^ 



z; 



I 



p 



^ 




i 



r^ 



i 



^ 



5 



■^ 



^ 




y 




^ 



ir 



ere.v. 



E 



i 



raZi. 



Ji 



^ 



^=F 



the heart irhen 



F 



am left 



PS 



lone. 




All^retto con moto. 




i6 



^^ 



i 



t 



r ii^ r 



i 



^^=F 



swal - 



. loir Sum . mer comeb a . g'ain, 
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J 




k 



^ 



thou. 




rallentando. 




i8 




^ 



k 



Temp9 prima. 



" r J r " M f r r ' ' ' 



m 



Li . lies for a bri . dal bed. 



^ 



J J H 



Rosses for a matron's head, 





Vio-let8 for a maid, en dead, Pan-.sie8 let my flow.ers be: 





the liv-ing* 



i : it '-H 




Scatter them with -.out a tear, 







i 



^ 



^ 




t 



f — r — 

rallentando molto al fine. 



i 





k 



& 



r f r f . 



if 



g 



m 



i 






I 



Let no friend hoir e _ yer dean, Waste one tear, one sig'h for me. 
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WORDS BY SHELLEY. 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 




^J^D^^TE. 



^ 



I 



i 



i 



Good nig'ht, ah! 



no, 



the hour is 



kz 



^ 



^=i 



^ 



^ 



z 



z 



^ 



E 



f 



ill Which 



ipc 



£ 



> 




t 



k 



/7s 



z. 



^ 



^ 



E 



p=p 



I 



se - . vers 



those it 



should u -. nite; 




) Allegro sfiritoso. 




I 



^ 



^3 



E 



g-e « ther still , 




p rallentando^ 
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J Andantt. 



^ 



s 



5 



J . N 



^ 



I 



¥=¥^ 



How 



can I 



call. 



the lone nig*ht g'ood, 




y , AUegTetto. _ 




^^ 



^ ]fd 



F=F 



i 



^ 



Though thy sweet wish-es 



wing. itts 



i^ Q I i^n 



?=F 



flig-ht? 




J Allegro moderato. 




t 



^ 



i 



E 



Be it not said, 



rail. 



^ 



i 



E 



be " it not thought, 
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a tempo. 





J 




^^ 



^ 



I 



u 



%■ 



t 



ev 



ning* close till morn . ing* lig'ht^ 
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J 




s 



^^^^^^ 



^■^■w^w^vwaw 



^^f'^tmm^mrmmm 



?=^ 



K- 




love, They neT_ ei* say 



they neT^er 






JE 



^ 



^ 



I* r 



^^ j^Jir ^ 



gpood nig'ht. 



Good night, ah! no; the hour is 




23 



^ 



OS 



m 



r r ir'r r 



r ^ i' I 



ill Which se 



vers 



those it should u _ nite; 




J Alle^o ipirUoso. 

tzz 




^ 



^ 






f 



Let us re _ main 



to _ 



g>e 



i 



f=F 



_ ther. still, 






24 






^s 



^==9^ 



nig'ht! 




:_ «• 



£ 



Tim 



a. 



g 



jlAMAA 



± 




^ *< r \^ 




OH FOR THE MOONLIGHT. 



VrORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK 



ALLEGRO cojr jdoro. 



VOICE 



PIANO. 




t^ 



g^g 



±: 



Oh 



^^ 



g 



I 



¥=^ 



^ 



for the moon - - _ lig-ht! 



s 



^^^ 




i 'a'>"i)i'i 




c'/*e.y. 






fc;* 



S 



^ 



m 



^ 




3 



i 



eean 



i-a « 



diant - ly steal « 



ingv ^Vhile 



fe* 



s 




^ 




^ 



^s 





l.f f f 



^^ 



t 



^ 





£ 




te^ 



::^ 



i 



i 



^ 



^ 



^ 



earth gTows faint 



and heav'n 





^^ 



^3 



^ 




^ 



g'i'ows hrig'ht: 




Oh! 



for the 



^3 



E 




£ 




£ 



]^ 




moon - - lig'ht, 



sweet re - col « lections 



^,^^> K 




E 



^ 



^ 



^ 



E 



* 



Z2 



a? 



E 



P 



^ 



^i 



E 



r^ 




Rise 



with its beau - 



. try like 






Kl - 



. lent af . fee . « tionb Are bright « - erfd by 
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J 




I* 



^ 



^ 



t 



i 



i 



.^ 



hope, 



as 



they liii - 



^ 



^g^ 



a 




^^ 



^ 



!^ 




is 



B^ 



^ 



t» tempo. 



H 



F=? 



on 




is 



B^ 




thee» 



TL 



^^ 



M 



I 



/7s 




im tempo. 



5 



rallentando. 



3 



- - u«ep on thee, 




rallentando. 




rail. 



as they lin - - « - g»er 



^ 



on 



t 



full. 



S 



E 



e 



r r I ri j 




in tempo. 



1 



thee. 



in tempo. 



f 



^2 




m 



t : 

-Q r 




^ 



-9- 




m 



^ 



3 



^ 



?=F 





in Its 



III 



8 



tre. 



Mem' . 



^t*t 



& 



^ 



brood - 




fe* 



B 



r/.i 



^s 



a 




^^ 



^ 



^ 



f 



ed and fan . 



py has 




i 



\ 



rr^i '1 



Fan . 




- cy» "wlio flies 




i 



cy has soarVi; 





m 



from the 




-^o 




m 



I 



^=E 



o- 



fond 



ones that trust 



her, 



Mem'_ 



:^=^ 



W 




^ 



r Ai 



s 



^ 





^ 



t 



i=^ 





i= 



i^ 



E 



l ^r r r 



s 



m 



^ 



g 



py, who mourns what shall ne'er. 



^ 



be pe -. 





t* 



£ 



i 



E 



]^ 



i 



• f \f 



7Z 



b-toi'U; 



Yit, oh for the moon _ 




k* 




^ 





£ 



I 



E 



E 



^S 



^ 




li 



I W 



i 




^ 



^3 



m 



li^ht, 



bet 



^ 



m 



i 



i 



^^ 



_ tep to van _ _ _ dei*, 
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k^ 



a 



n 



s 



m 



•^ 




E 



-^1 



M'eav 



ing* be . neath it our 




5 



\rt-^ 



E 



^ 



^s 



& 



^m 



E 



^2 



zk 



^ 




^ 



VI _ 



«-^ 



^ 



Vw 







fc* 



^ 



i 



^ 



i 



$ 



i 



m 



in the toil of am . bi . tion to 



sqiian 



I* 





^3 



- del*. 



m 



r^ 



^ 





^ 



^ 



^ 




^3 




^ 



E 
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t* 



s 



I 



Hope, 



^ 



I 



Love, 



^ 



^ 



i 



and Faith on a 



false 




t* 





s 



8 — T 



^ 



B 






f 



J.J 




^ 





fe* 



^^ 



rallentando. 



a tempo. 



a 



^ 



ij 



^ 




world like this , 



like 



this, 



on a 



/s b | j 



fe;*= 



f 



¥ 



'^'bV Y r r 



Z 



d : 



t 



rallentando. 



f 



E 



I 




a tempo. 




^ 




rail. _ 



ki 



^ 



^^ 



tempo. 

J t* 1* 



false 



world like this. 




i^ 




^^ 



^ 




^rr 



^^ 



Tf 






rr 




s 



?=F 



z 
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THIS HOWLING WIND. 



WORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK. 



VOICE. 




, VUltI*ytME»^TE COjr ESPRESSIOJ^E. 



^^ 



E 



i 



1 



^ALLEGR O JdODE R JiTO. 



1. This 



PIANO. 




J 







howl - ing-wind o'er nea 



andbky 



Carreers wi death and 




J 




te 



S 




dim. 



^M 



M J^j hi \ \ r- 1 



8or 



row; And many 



a wo - 



fulheaj't and eye Shall 




weep 



com - mg* moi 



pow; But yet 



I dream 




iJ-H- 




k 



a 






^3 



^ 



mid this tide, 



rir r r 



3 



/T^ 



f f *i r 

< 7 



V — z 



So fu - rioiis, Mrild, and irin _ try, 



vr- 

Of the 



fair - est eyes 



on a - 



ny d de O f the Lord 



Reays 



creA* •. cell - do. 





dim. 



m 




X 



xx 




r^ 




JZ 




« 



conn _ try 





35 




* 



^ 



lull 



s 



the g'ale 



^^ 



but 



U\} 



vards fly 



^ 



Th. 



"ffl rm fTT] rrrii ffn nrn 




> 




te 



C'i'eA-. 



3 



^ 



I 



^ 



fiftfit. 



^ 



t 



P 



roar - 



ing* 



sur 



g-es 



round 



lis: 



Noi 







-^- fe ^ 




t 



t 



i 



m 



i 



m 



m 



e'er 



could reach 



droirn - .. ing* cry 



To 







^^ftt 



a 



I 



i 



HHHI BBHI ^^^^^ i^HHI 

^^ J ^ J B ?^^^ 





^^jg 




-/ 




Mf 



crts. 



s 



^ 



the wild shores that bound 



J^ J . "^/ e 



Tc'weraweniic. 



us; Where soon 



^ 



for us 




the 
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dirg^ may rise From caves, the sea - sprites eban . try, 



Wh 



08e 




J 




k 



s 




^ 



i 



i 



sound now dims 



m 



m 



m 



22. 



the blu . est eyes In the Lord 

S5 



f 



Reay's 



cres « cen « do. 






dim. 



3 



xx 



z 





J 




\r 



^ 



s 



±^ 



coun • try, 





k 



m 



& 



E 




3. Th< 



- - f 
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[!■>■> J ■ 





k 



cres. 



m 



^ 



^ 



i 



i 



dim . 



i 



tJ 



she 



whose lamp 
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hum 



ing; Throiig'h 





^ 



^ 



^^ 



^ 



ly nig^ht 



and btoMn . 




"wel _ come 



my 



turn 



- mgr: 







TIm last Ters« to 1»« rang tluwly hat not t«o ilawiy. 
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^ Teaeramente. 




s 




m 



8W5^ 



how dear . 



^ 



i 



ly yon _ der 



lieb 



P 



Th( 



fTOJTTITO ffl 







^ 



^ 



i 



S 



coun . try. 



THERE WAS ANCE A MAY. 
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VOICE . 



U ^''i> }; "^ . i^ 



PIANO 






^m 



There iras ance a May, and she loW ntf men, She 



E! 



^^S 



JJJJJ J 



Z 



^ 



JJJ JJ ^ 



I 



@B 



'f fr JJ I J'JJj : ^ 




big*, git her bonny bow^f down in yon gien; But now bhe cides dool and 





k 



BE 



^^ 



^ P 



$ 




'n I ^ J^i J ^^ 



irell . a _ day, Come doirn the green gtite and come here a .iray. When 
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^ 



k 



'- r^£ c I 



m 



^^ 




bon . ny young* Johnnie cam' o¥r> the sea, He said he saw naething*sae 




l !f'''J.J'i f 





loYe.ly as me; He hecht me, baith ring's and mony braw thing's, And 



" lJ ; 



^ 



^ 



t^ 



F 





I 



^ 



I 




I 



m 




t 



^ y p r 



i 



s 



irere nrf my heart lieht I irad dee. 
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s 
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4 



^^ 
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ir 



^ 



(CN 



i 



r 1 > ■ 




JE 



S 



^ 
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^ 



i^ 



r^ 



^\ fJJ f 



i.^ 



S 



^ 




z: 
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^ 




^ 

^ 





what 



wad he do wi' the 



likes 



o me: 



Al . 





\ § '"'' r I I 



i 



/Ts 



^ 



were jia 



my 



heaH licht 




iz 



tt 



^ 



? 




^ 



f 



s 



5 




I irad dee. His 
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^ 



^ 



J' . ;■ I J 



bon « net 




t 



E 




htood aye 



fii 





i 



1 



f'oiind on his brow; Hii 



# 



If 



^g 





^ 



E 



^ 



J 



1^ 



t 



E 



^ 



^^ 



o 



i 



^ 



aiild ane lookH bet . ter than 



k 



E 



3 



E 



E 



I 



5 




^ 




3 




^ JW ^ 



S 



^ : [: r 



he lets't wear 



? 





^ 



i 




r 



^ 



^ 



^ 



mo _ ny a tie's new; Biit 

/7\ 



5 



3 



M 



o _ ny g^te it irill hiiig-, And 
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a^\ j.jM-T / i r,j^ j-J-j^ 



/?^ 



down on jon green, And link-in* it ow _ e^ the li_ ly 



H't r n 




k 



E 



^ 



5 




k 



& 









lea. 



And 



« « 



f f 



I 



m 



i 



^ 



/^ 



■ [ [ ^ jji 



s 



5 



were na my heart licht I 



irad dee. 
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THE HAPPY RETURN. 



"Wltea day was daolininsV 



WORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK 



^^Dji^TE JHODERjiTO. 



VOICE. 




PIANO. 



k 



^S 



± 






4s 



While day was 



le « 



. elin . ings But 



eve'b stai* still 





shin.ing; I soug*ht, long* a 



btpan«g^r, The home of my 






all 



the ^ky ring*, ing; With notes of glarl vel.come a 
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^ 



^ 



k 



p 



^ 



\fl^l 



round. 



and a . bove: 



But oh! ^th what 




feel - ing' 



heard, g*ent«ly steal - ing-. 



Her 





own voice in 



song* throug'h the g'loom of the 





-^ 



k 



f 



E 



E 



i 
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She sang* of the 



days vhen ve 



lov'd in CHIP 





^ 




childhood, And wept as it 



I'd that those hours were. 





^ 




k 



^ 



^ 



^m 



s 






_V 



I 



pledg'^d in the wild wood, And calld for the wan-dep^ ep 
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And then^ midst her 





% 



\r 



I 



^ 




I 



8ig*h . ing*, she 



heard me re - ply _ ing' 



In 





song', 



irhieh we 



lov'd, 



sea « 



sons of 
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Oh! bless . ing's on 



». • 



song; ti8 



spring* of pure 





plea.sures^ In g'rief or in 



g^lacLness, on land ov on 





> 




t 



k 



p 



^ 



p 



p 



I J Ji J • ^^ 



I 



• 7 

bounds to its mea. sures, Tis the plaint of the slave, and the 




50 



_ ingTj on 




8ong* 



that the 



best of all trea - sures, 



My 





^ 



k 




Qq n 



heart'u tru _ est 



loTe» it broug'ht kind _ 



ly to 
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SICH NO MORE LADIES. 



"Mmek ado abovt aotKiiicr 
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ALLEGRETTO. 
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Sig'h no more la . dies, sig'h no more. Men iirere deceiy . ers 

t^^ ^u l-^S 1 r-1 I s 



m 



f 





;. J ; J j-iJ ^ r r. I 



One foot in sea and one on shore, To 



\ 




5 



r 




^ 



% 




r 



r= 





a tempo. 




you blythe 



ny, Con « vert « ing* all youi- 




J rail. 




J Allege 



Allegro spiritoso. 



P 



^^ 



^ 



^^ 



Hey non _ ny, non _ ny, 

S' 



EC 



hey non _ ny, 





^^ 
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-/ 




t* 



s 



i 



p 



^ 



E 



hey noil, ny, noii - ny, 



^ 



hey non « ny, 







Allegretto. 




^m 



i 



K 



^ 



\r 



tr 



^S 



Sing" no more, la . dies, Bing" no more, Of damps so dull and 



m 




n n 



r 



r 



1 



f 



^ 



> 




k^ 



J- I J J J 



^ 



B 



^ 



^ 



f 



hea « . vy, The fraud of men vas ev - er so, Since 




5 



^ W^ n 




% 



^ 



^ 



r 





ki 



V\.* I* 1 ^ 



P 



^ 



^m 



i 



^ 



p 



Then sig*h not 



so. 



but let them g*o. And 



^te 



"K J I I 



^S 



^^ 



^ 



^ *^ 



^ 



i 



P 



P 



^ 



^ 



£ 



i 



£ 
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be you blythe and bon . 



ny. Con . vert « mg* all your 




^ 



molto. 




J Allegro spiritosv. 
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J 




% 



Mp 



K 



E 



—7 

non _ ny, 



T 



i 



e 



7" 



I 



hey non - ny, non _ ny. 



hey non » ny. 





non_ny, All yotii' song's of woe 



in _ to hey non _ ny. 




J 




^ 



a 



^ 



E 



non - ny. 




^^ 



i i J i i j j y j r 



^ 




rmuni 



^ 



' ^ 




i 



^^ 



^ 



r 



ff 



^^ 



H 








n 



f 



J J J J 



v^ 
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THY BROW OF MARBLE. 



VOICE 



PIANO. 




^^D-AJ\rTE JV*OJV* TROPPO. 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK 



^^#=^ 



^fe 




fe 



Thy brow 



of mar . ble 



^ 






^m. 



U 





^ 



I 



J FF^ 



5 






P 



5 



P 




^ 



1 



^^ 



gleaming', 

t ^ 



t> I. ♦! j * ^ ^^ 



Tho' btill 



^ 



^ 



and cold it seems, 



Like a 



£ 



^ 




5 



PI 



^ 



^ 



3= 



^^^ 



i 



a 




5« 



a tempo. 




me. 



inth 8ky * born dreiunus. 



Thy pen 



siye eye so 




/» 




k 



m 



m 



^m 



shriy . en Of 



earth 



ly pa8. 8ion, tells, 



f 



^P 



Of the 




iU^i^l. 



it 



it 




^ 



I 



i 



i 



i 



I jJJ J Uf I 



^ 



^ 



r^ 




brig'ht lights of that heaVn, 



On which it calm - ly 



^^'^ ^l ^i 





S 



S 



I 



3 







5 






I 
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^ 
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fe 



The light 



in 'which thoci 
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BY JOHN PARK 



PIANO. 







j J^lj^ l 



f-l 
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f 



^ 



I 



/ 



^ 



^ 



i X^ 



bi. 



f" 



Z 





J J J I .1 



i 



^ 



Noir have the moun . tain spi . rits 



> l>S>t, 1 H ^=^ 




P 



^\,\\ t'l^t t i f. 11* 



t 



^ 



S 




^ 




z 



6i 



J 




^ 



i 



t 



3 



3 



^ 



hfing* Their man -ties of. mist on the moun . tain side; 





J 




t 



a 



1^ legato 



cres. 



Now have the heralds of morn - ing* flange The joy of her 




n. i\^ 



E 



com.ing* o^er meadow and tide: 



Cheerfully. 





^. 



p 
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f9- 



P 




kr-i 



^ 
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Wea - ri « ly now 



the stars 



re - 



^F 



^ 



r 



i 



^ 



r 



F^ 







f 




«■ 



P 
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^ 




Jrt 



Wt=f 



1 

g r I r'r r I O p 



^^jg 



^ 



tire^ Ibr the skies are g'loiv _ ing* g'ai _ ly; 



The 





3 



' IP I* f |>^ 



iki.rJes have hushed theii' moon _ lig-ht choir, 




And o _ ver the 




^ 




^^ 



J J J 1 .1 



i 




m 



irold their Ta-poiiP-y fire, Thoug*h danc . ing* e'en yet. 



shines 




J 



^ 



^ ^^ 



fe 



1 



^ 



^ 



f 



pale . 




Then rise, oh! rise, the 



^ 



P. 



i 



^ 



day. lig*ht is 



p 



1 
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spring'ing; In g^lo - py up wing*, ing^ fpom yon brig'ht tsea; Un . 





if* 



B^ 



i 



f 



p 



^ 



m 



^ 



close those eyes, the bree-.zes are bping-^ing* The balm, i « est 



9 M 






1^^ 



f 



t 



^s 



^m 



i 



o- 




j-^ 



^ 



^ 



i 




i* 



^Vl. f 



/2_ 



P 



«■ 




# 




o _ (10(1113 of morn for thee. 



f7\ 



5^5 



^v^ J i 4 



^ 



^ 



^ 



I I 




u 



u 



LA 



"^ 
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^ ^^ 



m 



t 



32 



i 



i 



^ 



i 



voice ivhich woos thee now? 



Soft - li - ep far in thine 



^=tMj 






^PS 



^Vl, f 



4 




e^ 



^S: 



^ 



?=y 




i=F 



^ 



I 



3 



S 



^ 




ear Would 8peak, Oh! come let the dawn see her lig*ht in ihj 



J lI'i^ 



g^ 






^ 



^ 



E 



El", 



^ 



^ 




^ 



BT 



^ 
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brow, And g*low in the ro.ses which ting'e thy cheek. 




i* 





1 1 =i 



^ ^F? 



^S 



E 



»■ 



m 



^3E 



H\ f ■ 



m 



^ 



f 



^ 



^ 



Mer - pi - ly 





fcfe 



B$ 



^ 



(»' 



. F I f r r 



^ 



rocks the ship in the bay, And the sai . lors are cheer . ing* 





k* 



^ 



& 



^m 




I 



m 



loud - ty; And the her^n is sbrit^. ing* and soar, ing' a _ 
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^ 



i 



^^ 



E 



i 



m 



ca « rols hep ma » tin hymn proud - ly. 



Then pise, Oh! 




^ 



^ 



^^ 



i 



r nr r 



pise, the hea«vens ape pinguing* With cho « pis « teps sing'.ing* fpom 




^ 




ki 



m 



I 



^ 



I 



i 



I 



I 



m 



^qfe 



r/; 



g^ 



cloud and tpee, Un « close those eyes, the houps ape 

j I 1 J J ■ J o 
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r= 



i 



^ 



p= 



z 



77 
67 



F 



> 




t* 



^^6=? 



^ 



3 



^ 



^^ 






i 



o< 



wing*, ing*, And mornJng* irith . out thee is nig*ht to me. 
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f 



^ 



I 




kfe 



^S 



m:Liri^ 



^ 




^ 



^. 



i 



-^^tJ-LLl^ 
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.. i/v . 
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^ 



t 



E 
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VILLAGE BELLS. 
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i 



Vil . lag« Bells! 



I 
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J 




E 



) 




I 



i 



i 



^ 



i 



of 



the 



blasts 



FVom 



I 



i 



be _ side 



the 




t 



■& 



I 



^ 



E 



i 



f 



I 



yied (iweLling' 



AVhep 



my youth - ful 






i 



^ 



¥==F 



and threatening* 



Fly 
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I 



ing* round 



these 





me 



^ 



$ 



u 



are brig-ht 



t 



nmg' 




youp 



t>ic, 





^ 



f — r 



I 



Bells! 
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J 




e- 



9- 



I 



\Vho, 



be 



neath 



y 



our 



tr*ee 



veiia 




J 




r-HT 



P 



i 



■& 



W 



E 



tower. 



On 



g^>ld 



en 



All . tumn 



erning; 
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> 




3 



-& 



^ 



S 



By 



yon grave 



my yowng* 



hand pressing; 




I 



i 



P 



chimes 



Now 



so 



pre - cious, Vil 



lag-e Bells! 



E 
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r J'. i Jy i JiJ ■* >* 



Nuw so pre . ciou8, Yil _ lag'e Bells. 
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J 



I 



I 



i 



% 



i 



Chase 



dreams 



which 





i 



?=F 



? 



al «. ways haild 



^^ 



our meeting*s. 
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i 



E 



^ 



|i 



i 



E 



Ye 



have timd 



OUP 



sad 



fare _ wells. 






P 



3 



i 



i 



m 



^ ^ 



m 



E 



Star-s, be kind, your mer . ri _ est g*reeting»s 



May be 



i^^jfjM^ 





s 



i 



^m 



.^w 



?=p 



com • mg", 



Vil 



lag*e Bells! 



jM'r r I 



May be com _ ing*, 




f ■ 




f 



^ 



^ — ^ 



Vil _ lag-e 



Bells! 



^= 



(g; ff ji ff fj 
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y=^ 




i 




3^ 



^ 
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UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE 



"As 70a like it! 



fi 
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PIANO 



^ 



^m 



H 



i 



Un _ der the g'reenjwood tree. 



r c rr J I 



MTio loTes to lye with 




h. 



^ 



^m 



r^r^ 



'i\mim' i ' I 



l«S^%\<'^j J 



I 



f 



i 



I 






m 



I 



E 




Jz 



^ 



^ 



iS 



5 



Z2 



I 



me, 



And tune hiii 



mei* -. ry 



note Un - to the 



^=* 






a 



^^^ 



f 



^ 



^^ 



^ 



i 



T 




^^ 





:^ 



b 
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J I* t^ ^ [^ I J J^'i J' "l^ J^^ ^ 



sweet 



bird' 



s 



throat, 



Come hi.ther, come hi.ther, come 
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v\ r f f ^ 



m 



^s 



*' ' ^— ^^— i— ■^^— 



^ 




^ 



hither; 



Gome hi.ther, come hi.ther, come hi _ 




- thep; 





> 




k 



i 



^ 



^ 



^ 



a 



I 



a=£ 



ne_my, But "trin _ ter and roug'h irea - ther, 



But 




y 




t 



^^ 



i 



^ 



J J Jj J 



±1^ 



win « ter and roug'h weatherj 



Here shall he see no 



ne.my. But vin .. ter and roug*h weather. 





^^ 



win- ter. and rough weather. 




t 



S 











E 




P=# 



l/T^l.j 



Cj^j Li 



.iX 
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(i ^\ J J 



m 



m 



^ 



^m 



r r *i 



Seek - ing' the food he eats, And pleas'd inthvhat he g'ets, 



Comi 




^ 




k 



s 



r ^j-'^i'^iirr 



m 



^M 



^m 



hi . ther, come hither, come hLther; 



Come hi . ther, come hither, come 





hi . 



- ther*; 



Here 



bhuU he see 




80 



H 
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rr i J . mm 
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i 



I 



e _ 



ne.my, But win _ ter and roug^b 




y 




k 



I 



^ 



^ 



B^ 



"wea _ ther, 



Biit 



yriti _ ter and rong-h vea _ ther. 
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t 



S 



n\ 





Here shall he see No e . ne^my, Biit win. ter and rou^'hweather. 
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^ 



Z2 
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Win - tep and rough wea - ther. 
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I 



jsr 
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COME AWAY, COIVIE AWAY DEATH. 



Twrtftk Night'.* 
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\. Gome a _ way, come a - way, Death; 



And in 
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^ 






1 1 1 J n J 
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»ad cy« press let me be laid; 



^ i^i- I ^ ^' \ 



Fly a_way, fly a .way 



-irrkr- 
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li In 
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^ 
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1 1 



^ 
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breath; 
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am 



slain by a fair cru - el 
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3tdC 
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m J n ;.^ 



maid. 



My shroud of ^ite, stuck all with yew, 



i 



^ 



P 



^ 



O, pre - pare it ' 



My part of deaths 




share it. 



f/f f u 
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A ^ 



J 




^ 



Teneramente. 



^ 



^ 



^ 



^ 



2. Not 



flowV, not a flowV biveet, 



On 



my 




Mf 



s 



^ 






J 



ritard. 



i 



rftpo. 



r=r=^ 



1 



i 



^^ 



^ 



a 




te 



^ 



^ 



^^ 



¥ 



E 



^^ 



> • 1 



^ 



black cof-fin let there be strewn; 



Not a friend,not a friend 




k^ 




*= i ii 



m 




3 



f^ 



f 



^= FF = 4 



* 



E 



k 



f 



I 



^ 



^ 






5 



te 

s 



^ 



^ 



greet 



My poor 



y 



: J^ / J- I 



corpse, i?here my bones shall be 




1* 







s 




III 



^ 



i 



^^ 



t; 



^ 




*: 



« 



-r 



5 




S 



P 



^N 



thrown: 



thou « sand 



thou . sand 




^ 



a 




^ 



^^ 



^^ 



f 
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J 




% 



^ 



^ t' r^ ^ 



^ 



^^ 



i 



i 



true lov - er 



ney « . er 



find 



my gTave, To 



» lU J 




^^ 



^ 



^ 



p 



^fe 



p 






^ 



weep^ 



to weep. 



there! 



=;M^ 



a 



r 



^(-^ 



^ 



m 





^fe 



N 



p 



:r 



i 




5 



3^ 



^fc:^:^ 



^^^ 
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THE FISHER WIFE'S SONG. 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK 



J 



WITH SPIRIT. 



VOICE 




PIANO 



^ 



f 



^ 



J ]■ n n ^ ^ 



Til g*ar our g*iiid _ man trew That ill sell the 




fc 



^^ 



<g^'¥^ r 




^ 



^^ 



r 



r 



i 




la . die, 



win « na 



buy to me A 






i 



^ 



t^ c:J' 



U^ iJ 



J 




u 



I 



^ 



V 



t 



new side 



sad - die, To ride 



frae the kirk, and 
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the kirk, Aii' 



roun' a - bout the 



toun 




1 





E 



I 



£ 



£ 





Stan' a . boot, ye fish . ei* jauds, An' g*ie my g'oun room; 



f 



g^s 



i 



^^ 




p 







CV3 



^ ^ 



I 



i 



St arf a . boot, ye fish . er jauds, An' g'le my g-oun 

^ n n 
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Ill g'ap o!ir g'uid _ man trew That 



I'll 



tak* th 



e 





i 



fling'- 8trings, If 



n f J ■ 



he 



win«na 




buy to me Twal 






bon-nie gowd ring's 



Ane for 11 . ka fin - g'ep, 



And 



3 



f 



E 




Wi 




f 




3 




3 



p 
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J 



f 




^^# = 



^ 



E 



CN5 



fc=;^ 



y- — b- 



^^ 



twu for il _ ka thoom.. 




i 



-\ 




I 



fe 



£ 



St an' a - boot, ye fish-er iauds, An' 

J-3 n 



f 






n n I 



u 



J 




j^. 



b^ 



fe 



CVS 



k*^ i^ 



12= ;^ 



^ 



^ 



g'le my g'oun room; 



Stan' 



a _ boot, ye fish _ er jauds, An' 
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YES, THOU WIAY'ST SIGH 



Tka Gl*« lf«ia*B'« Somg ia"Tk« fair M«id of Partk" Ck^.30. 



WORDS BY WALTER SCOTT. 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK. 



JUESTO E MISTERWSO. 



VOICE. 




Yes, thou may\it bigh, And look once inoi'f at all a .round, At 



PIANO. 





Jz 



N 



S 



J rj J J- 



K K 



^m 



stream and bank, and sky and gToiind, at 



bky and gToiind: 




k 



Fi;=^ 





^m 



3 



I 



T 



\ 



E 
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/ 



r^ 



allegretto. 



p 




thou must die. 





J 



Allegretto. 




Ye8, lay thee down, And while tl^ strug'g-ling' sen _ ses flutter, 

J- ^ r-q I m 




J 




\ J- i J 



3 



i 



^3 



^ 



^s 



Bid the gi'ey monk 



his 



80ul - mass miit.teiv 
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J 




^ 



E 



\\Y\ \ J . Ji J J J^ J. 




Jz 



s 



I I And the deep bell its death - tone ut _ ter— 



i 



^ 




^ 




^T=^ 







\ 



^^ 



f 



^ 




^ 



n\ 



rT=^ 



^ 



MUffretto. 




i i il i} ^ 




J 




t 



Teneramen^e. 






m^ 



Alleg'retto. 



^ 



^^ 



Be not a _ fraid, Ti 

J r-q J, a 



[ : : : i I I I \ 



but a pang" and then a thrill, A _ 




92 



^^ 



f 



r y J' J' 



/^ 



^ 



E 



fe _ yer fit, and then a chill, and then 



a 



chill; 



-i 




Jz 



& 





^ 



^ 



^ 



3 



I 



f 



^ 



> 




Jz 



CT= 



^ 



Solemvly. 



^ 



^ Alleg'retfo, 



3 



e 



?=^ 



I I And then 9 an end of hu . man ill, And 

i i J 



§ ''' r ^f 





^^ 




1 



^ 



o 



^ 







a 



z 



£ 




J 




k 



& 



i 



P 



^s 



thou art dead! 
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IN THE CREY DAWN OF MORNING. 



BY JOHN PARK. 



RATHER SLOWLY* 



VOICE 




In the g'rey dawn of morning' 'tis pleasant to hear The 



^^ 



• • 



• • 



PIANO 






S 





^ 




• • 



^ 








larks in the sky, and the echoes so clear, But lis sweeter at 





k 



S 




i 



I I J J Jl.l ;ilJ J nir^j ^ 



eyLningvirhen homeward I fare. 



To hear my dear g^irl sii^ an 




Old Irisk Melody arranged hy John Park*. 
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fe 





old I. rish air, Oh tis sweeter at erL ning* when homewards I 




fare, To hear my dear girl sing* an old I.rish air 





95 



J 




^\ r ^ J- J I J J ^'J I n I 




^p 



2ni! Foi* to slan . der cpe • a « tion Tm sure Would be 



i^zdz 



• • 






B 



Tetnpo prima. 



^ 



E 




H 



f^^H^ 



f— -F 



?=? 




Jz 



B 



E 



JWM J 



i 




^ 



^^ 



wrong", But we can't, like the lai'k», un - der . bland their sweet 




jz 



• • 





1> l> t* 



f 



I 



]^J 



& 



¥==^ 



f^^^^ 



?=? 



I 



f 




song*. And no e . cho in na . ture could ey . ev com . pare, 




jr 



J J n i . 




'Oi n 




With my 




rail. 

^1 




sweet No « rah singing* an old I - rish air. Oh, no e - cho in 



m 



E 



^ 



J_i 



r 



s 



zk 



rr 




^=^=i=\ 



f 



^ 
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J 




V 



a 




s 




zz 



j-jij Hjij::; P 



na - tupe could ev - er com . pare, With my sweet No « rah sing'ing* an 





v 



a 




i^ 



■e 



old I -. rish aii 





G 
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J 




^ 



r r J^ 




3^ Oh! some sing* mure loud-ly, and some with more shoir, But ifs 





m 




in tempo. 




?=F 



P=F 



S^ 



^ 




^K J J f 




s 



^ 



^ 



J- n J J 



m 



al--way8 like birds singling* -vrhat "wq dont kno^While my heart's e _ choes 




> 




t 



!z 




Ij JIJ J J 



Z2 



II ' rilUiiil 



wake^and lin freed from all cape, When my dear No . rah sing's me an 





k 



s 




^^ 



p 




^ 



old I _ rish air, Oh! my heart's e _ choes "wake, and I m freed from all 
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k 



^ 



ri \ i ^ OiJij jiu J ji J 



care^ When my dear No. rah sing^ me an old I.rihh 



aif^ 
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THE DEER ARE AWAY TO THE SILVER WOOD. 



WORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK 



DOLCE. 



^^^^>^>%»Vi^^>^ 



PIANO. 





^ 



t* 



a 



^ 



JTT^ \ 1!JJ 



^s 



^ 



ml[J ,ft 




lllSiSlsM 





TOO 



k^ 



S 



z 



broom, 



I 



^^ 




The old hound hays at the dis . tant flood^Andthe 




THj-rn i 




stars peep forth in the gloom; Oh sweetly sang* the nightJn^ale, ^^My 



^[j Jij. i'l 




^ 




tw 



S 



r f r r 



r^ 



t* *i 



fe 



i^ 



love is fair and true; 



^5 



She heard 



an an . tswer 





lOI 




Would I could tell so 



sveet a tale, Love of mysoul to 







I02 



\y 




Why tar _ pies the la _ dy. 



moon 



to-night) 



Th. 




^S 



■«- 



U^ 



i 



P 



^^=1^ 



x^ 




sky is clear and chill,. 



i 



^m 




The mountain line with 




te 



^ 



^^ 



EC 






y==p 



frost g'rovrs idiit^nd ihe elyes are out on the hill; 





heard the stock- doye when she sangv *'^y lo^^ i^ f^ii* ^nd 





^ ^ ^ ^ ^ I 

r I r I If I ^ 



103 



J 




dz 



B 




^^ 



fe: 



^ 



I 




true, 



» 



Deep in the wood an an. svrer rang*, And 




J 




\ 



i^ 



she de-part 

* 

8 




M^ 






( 



fe* 



VL 





Y. n I 



i 



E 



find a tong'ue, Love of my soul, foi* you 




(&• \^\\^ P *1 p *1 i=^ 



1^ 1^ 1^ 



^ 



m 



u 



i 



? 



^ 



i 



m 



-& 




T 



^ 
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J 




1* 



a 



3 



^ 



The knight 




for slum _ ber drains 



t 



i 



^ 



the cup, And the 





r JW1^ ' 




pil - g*rim quaffs the stream, But the vio « let's dew, I've 



Mf 






H 



^^ 



TlrTpJTri 



^s 



^ 




3 



^ 



f 



lo:; 




w 



drank 



It up, And sweets ly I shall dream, 



Fop 



^=^=^ 



ik\SV 



li= 



i 



rr^\ 



^^ 




u 



i 



^^ 




f 



m mine ear 



[itop O.J :M'r r r r I 

a lin - net bintrs. Your love is fair and 




' l ip j^ i 



f 





iTfriiM 



i:=:==tezi==:E 




io6 




t J J ij^.^ 



love of me bring's, Love of my soul, to 



you. 




^M 




lO' 



WHEN ISRAEL OF THE LORD BELOVED. 



Rebecca's Hymn (from "Ivanhoe") 



WORDS BY Sir WALTER SCOTT. 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK 



VOICE. 



J UJ^DUJ^TE RELIGIOSO. 



PIANO. 




; 




M^ 



i 



i 



t 



i 



s 



I 



E 



u. 



land of bon _ dag'e came, Her fa _ thers* God be _ 







^^ 



r 



Z 



rr 



z 



i 



^ 



B 



^^ 



3 



I 



I 



I 



fore hep movVl An 




fe* 



air . ful Guide, in 8moke and 



i 



s 



^^s 



^ 



t 



3 



i 



i 



r If 



i 



y-jy 



io8 



^ 



^ 



^ 



i 



^ 






E 



<S i ' i.M' J 



I 



i 




^ 



^ 



flame; By day a . long* th'as - to . nit^h'd 



} 



S: 



i 



P 



lands, The 



^=^^ 



f 



s^ 



9^ 



• 




fe* 



i 



I 



f 



i 



pil - lap g*li • ded sloir, By night, A . ra . bia's 



cloud - 




b 



t 



^ 



m 



t 



IE 






Q 



P 



^ 



& 



m 



f 






it 



^ 



z 



■« 



^ 



^^i5F= 



« 




fc* 



i 



^ 



^ 



i 



s 



I 



I 



a 



crim . son sands, Re _ turn'd the fie _ ry 



zz 



CO _ lumn's g'lo^r. 



^=« 



i 




Ee 



Z 






z 



f^ • 



^S= 



Li 



^^ 




^ 



# 




1^ 



S 



J I J J I J^J J I r^ 



?iiz 




dzz 



if^ 



z 



i 



i 



9"^"""^^' 



2*^i No pop. tents noir oup foes a. maze, Fop « sa - ken Is. rael 



( 



<e'|.|^^ r 






r 



^ 



r- 



f 



f^ 



^ 



^ 



^ 

^ 
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^\> -I J 



B 



? 



■1 J 1 .1 J I 



S 



^ 



lone, Oar f a _ thers "vrould not knoir Thj "wajs. And Thou hast 





J 





) 





b* 



E 



I 



f 



^ 



P 



^ 



z 



^ 



shade and storm, the fre. quent nigiit. Be Thou long*- suffL ring*. 



ttf 



s 



i 



^ 



^ 



t |f-^ 



r 



^ 



f= 



^ 



i 





If 



i 






^ 




M^ 



E 



I J U J 



tag 



I 



g 



I 



zz 



I 



ilovr to irrath, A burn _ ing* and 



a 



shin - ing* light. 



tc 



t 



i 



f • 



^M 





^^ 







I 



^f 





*r 
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SWEETER IS ONE SWEET VOICE TO WE. 



WORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK. 



VOICE. 




PI ANO 



me^ 



Than the pae . ans of fame, thoHhe irhole world 




sing*; 



IVel - com. er 



one 



8 



oft... sig'h 



irould 




he, Than 



all 



the fra « g^rance of 



ear - ly. 




Ill 





E 



bireet, What were laii - rel« 



m 



,^ 



irorth but to g'ar - land her 





feet? And Were my 



love's 



P 



loye^ dear as 



heayn's own 






F 



I 



i 



m 



lig>ht, Would make irin - ter 



22; 



:z 



z 



'warm, and the 8pring> time 



■O 



i 



1 




i 



BE 



f 



E 



^ 
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f 






Dear - • ep hep 



i 



love 



a - long* 



men 





TL 



J J l i.J J.JI 



^ay, 



Than 



all 



o _ ther pi'i _ zes Ive g>aia'd oi': 





p== 



^ 



lost; 



r r I f f, r r 



Strife and de . ceit can. not dark . en my 






e 



^ 



most: For His 



p 



■« 



^^^ 



loy^s 



smile ironld make fame 



so 





I 



E 



^ 



a 



P 



^ 



I 



::7: 



^ 



sireet^ And tis my love's 



smile vrould throir king's at her 
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J 




fe 



"T 



^ 



I 



feet, and 'twere 



^^ 



I 



f9- 



love's 



lore 9 dear as lieay^s own 





E 



7T 



^ 



2: 



i 



bg'ht, ^uld make -vrin . ter 



ffaj' 



and the sum . mer 







3 



^ 



i 



J 



f 






f 



■■^ 
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SERENADE. 



WORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK 



^J^tXAJ^TE jaODER^TO. 



PIAN 






n6 




^ 



rose - bud >\hen tis sha _ _ ken By the 




i 




breath of an an - g^el^ wing' 



Gent-ly wa.ken, oh g*ent-ly 





I 



^ 



m 



wa - ken, 



5 




^m 



f r 



^ 



Softest nia.tins fop thee we brin^; 



In the 




ijjjj-jj^ i an^^ 



(g>.')lott f 



J rn J J J )|j i 



ZL 



I 




I 



^ 



^ 



i 



1* *i 




ear - ly dawn be - fore thee 



I sing* my fa re -well 
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strain^ 



Let it pa88 like a vi - sion o^er thee^ 



As thou 



j'i'f^^jni 




f 




E 



^ 



I 




^ 



i 



^ 



turn, est to sleep a . g^ain 






y y jwm J 



star - - 



Iig*ht up « on the o - cean 




OTJJTTin^ ^fe 



2: 



i 



^m 



Sheds a 




I 



118 




^ 



i 



i 



¥—^ 



^ 



i 



^^ 



deep tho^ a dis . tant ray, 



As the tide 



by a g*en_tle 




^ 



^^ 



^£ 




I 




^ 



■^ 



XT 




I 



^ 




mo . tion 



Bears the bark 



on its breast 



a 



■■■■■■ jBSS^^B B^^HBB ^BBSBB 





■|. f f ■ -f i ll r 1^ 



vay; 



E-vea 80 hast thou shed up _ on me. The pure 





, , J^J-IJ ^ 



lig'ht of thy beau-tys spell; 



E.yen so has that beau, ty 




119 




m 



i^^ 



i 



won me , 




Wff 



By a poVr which I can . not quell. 



^ 




f 




3 






^ 



T I I 'I I I'' 




^^=^ 



,-all. z Jr 



<T\ 



:^ 




Jl 



^=^ 



^ 



Minora. 

^D^GIO JU^ jro^ TROPPO. 



/7\ 



3 




I20 



^ 




^ 






i 



pale 



E 



moon up. on the moiin « tainy, 



21 -I i_^ 



Sends he I 




jJMJ'iJi Ji' 



m 



i^'^ jTJ /3 TJ rJ^ 



s 



1^ 



fe 



? 




^ 



m 



brig'ht pay to warn 



f 



^ "r 



Majore. 



£ 



^ 



me henee: 



If 



a 
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2 



back to its na - ^ tive bky, 



H-^ir rrr 



Oh! foit-give me thewoitis Ive 




ll^lV !VjV 






^^ 



KJl jfl j J^ \1^^\ 



^ 



^ 





i 



8po . ktn, Aiul bid fai 



^ 



i 



•e 



well, 



j;Vjl^J^^jT^hj 




i::^^^^T:|j:P^j];::J:j: 



p 





i 



C\9 



I 



bat with 



i 






^^ 




sig'h 



Bid fare 



N. 

^ 



i 



JJ^rifflirj i i: 




SP^ST^^ 



i 



a 



i 



^ 



y 



^ 




s 



T 



well, 



bid 



fare 



I 



well, 








T7 
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ik Tempo. 
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ki 



BRING THE BOWL WHICH YOU BOAST. 



19 



WORDS BY SIR WALTER SCOTT 



VOICE. 



PIANO 




Allegro spiritoso. 



^^ 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK 



^ 



Bring the bowl which j^ou 



^^ 



-IJlJ^ l i 



^^ 



boast. Fill it up to the brira,Here's to 









^ 



n\ 




K^ r W'JM J'-J^^ 



1 j.>"i J"** f 



up, And a - vaunt j^e base carles, Were there death in the cup, 





m 



h 



^ 



J ;■ ri J J^. ^ 



death in the cup, Were there death in the cup, Here's a health, 



F^^ 



to 



^ 



V#4t 



^ 



^^ 



^2E 



ll^ 




^ 



^ 




^ 



^ 



^ 



124 



t 



i 



King 



CharlesT 




^ !• r- ^ 



(9- 



i 



Were there 



death 



in the 




Were there death in the <*up, Were there death in the 



m 



^ 
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^ 



Were there 



death 



in the 



^==52= 




^& 



? 



^ 



■6^ 



^a 







i 




Tho' he wan - ders through dan « gers, Vn - aid - ed, un « known, De. 










E 



\ if^ r r r 



l i> t jj J 



f #iB 



f 



^i 



E 




J J- J I J J- # 



^ 



f 



i 



i 



^ 



r c F I 



pendent on strangers, Es « trang*d from his own; Tho' 'tis un - der our 



m 



^ 




p 



O ;';■!] 



i 



i 



breath, A. midst for- feits and perils, Here's to ho.nourand faith. 



§'i' p 





ho_ nour and faith, Here's to ho. nour and faith, and a health 




j. ''''I j 



s: 



f 



^ 
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^=F 



g 



zz 



s 



King 



CharlesT 




^ 



^ 



*^ 



I 



H 



f^ 



Here's to 



ho 



nour, 



ho . nour and 



faith,... 




Here's to ho - nour and faith, Here's to ho - nour and faith,... 





Allegro moderato. 




Nr 



i J no 




Let such ho _ nours a - bound, As the times can af - ford, The 



^s. 



^=f 



3 



^ 



i 



i 




M 



f 



knee on the ground, And the hand on Ihe sword, But the lime shall come 



^m 



^ 



^ 





trum«pets shall sound, loud trum.pets shall sound, Here's a health 
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t 




m 

King 



lal 



Charles!, 



^ 



i 



Here's a 



health to Kin^ Charles!. 




^ 



^ 



^^ 



f 



^ 



^^ 



^ 



<f','i, f J 



£ 



^ 



Th 



e 



loud 




fe 




^ 



i 



^^^ 



i 



^^ 



z 




^ 



r 



^ 



The loud trura. pets shall sound, The loud trum. pets shall sound, 



trum . pet s sha l I sound, 

J—. 



» 
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WHEN YOUTH MADE ALL BRIGHT. 



WORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK 



^J^n^J^TE COJ^ SEJiTTIJdEJirTO. 



VOICE 



PIANO. 




^yrJiJ J rjiJ J J 



^ 



I 



When youth made all hrig*ht up - on 



land 



or 




^ 



^3 



l > 4i ^ 



N. 



fci. 



^ 



^ >f t* 



E 





^ J 1 



*l t* t* 



s. .. N 



^3 



r=f 




sea 



And life iras de « lig*ht, hovr I 



loVd thee; The 





no 



'§^ l.N lU m 




H ^ 



day of those days a . g'am, 




y 




^ 



^^ 



One 



day. of tiose days a « 





fe 




t 



fTt 



t 






^ ^ 



P 



5 





t\l^^^ 



F=F 



z 





KI 




^m 



^ 



i 






f 




When the Spring 



first show«ers her buds on the tree, A -midst 




^ 



^ ^ 



E 




S3 



I 




?^a 



t 




f 1 1 =^ 



5 



'F^f^ 



*^ 



i 



*i t" r 



*< I* t* 




^ 




^ 



^ 




3 



^ 



^ 



E 



g'oiie, and a song* 



is 



o'er, MTiieh no Spring's dawn can 




^ 



\ .. s 





i 



I 



"1 K1 




rf 



r r r 



^ 



^ 



■*s" 




fp 



No 



Spi'ing''ii 




m 



dawn can ev _ ei* re . store. 





J 




t 



^^l! J1^ ^ ^ 



Wlien the Winter winds 




E 





J J I J J p I fi^. i* ^1 J ^ 



^ 



wa^ken the de - so. late sea, With a heart more for - sa « ken 








»=y 




r= 



*: 



^ 



^ 



i 
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t 



^ 



fc 



m 



2Z 



i 



^ 



^ 



^ 



boabt, Ere theii- bloom and thy faith were wi»thei*'d and lost,. 





^ 



Wf 



m 



^^=F? 



* 



^ 



^ 



^ -^-K- E 



f 



^5=ib^ 



r" 
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Yet, tho' life has no long'er its chai'ms for 



Cn 



^ 



m 



t 



i 



z 



i 




s 



^ 



i 



F=^ 



m 



m 



p==y 



^ 




*: 



I 



->/^lJ 



V 




i 



m 



i 



/7n 



^ 



1 






me, And tho' soi'_ row grows stron _ g'ep 1 11 think of 



rill the 




J 



W 



i 



n 



^m 



/7^ 




^reen turf is 



Ter my hearts last 




lair, 



And the 



*i r *i 




r^ 



^ 



E 



^ 



i 



5 



^F^-P 



^3E 



Vi/ 
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wrong's of thy lor.ep lie si . lent there, 





t 



la 



there. 




t 




ZL 



^W 



E 



m 




t 



r 



m 



» # 



f 



m 
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THE SAUL'S SANG. 



WORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK. 



COJir ESPRESSIOJV'E. 



tC^'CJ'tj'^l 



PIANO. 





> 




tt 



^ 



s 



i 



The 



^ 



last brichte streak o' the 





clouds is gane, IVe watch'd it lang, And IVe watchd it alane , The 




'37 




^$ 



dern black shadow lyes sleeping in the lake, The bird is in her nest and the 



m 



m 



I 



^m 







^ 



1 



% 



^F^f- 



^ 



^^ 



i 



^ 



^3 



r^ 1 ^ 



> 




t* 



^ 



s 




deer in his brake 




J 




M? 



S 



f g J J LJ J 



^ 



:; J. J' 



# 



bles-sed is the si - lence, and bles . sed is the lichte,.... And 





!^ 



E 



^^ 



J J' n n 



^^ 



bles - sed is the singing bird that sleeps in the tree, And the 




1* 



i9 



s 



i 



^ 



E 



^ 



Tin 



P 



a=. 




r 



ft 



■38 



J 




fc* 



a 



^ 



^ 



^ 



air is mix'd wi' balm on this 



s 



r J' n t . j^ 



fe^^ 



lang summer - nichte , But 

j j J. J - 




y 





-^ 




fc* 



5 



^ 



/ij- J- 



a' this warld's love-li-ness is 



j^ J jw r 



^ 



wear - i - some to me , For its 



rail* 



t* 



i 




J ^ J i' ; I r ^^^ 



hame, hame, hame wad I be Hame, hame to mine ain countrie. 
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1?* 



s 



^ 



i 



tr 



i 



i 



i 



S 




if* 



Oh the pure fair skies o' mv ain dear hame! The 

*- /jva ••^••. •?•••• • 



o 



^3 



J J', I. 






E 



^ 



5 



<3 .. r3 .. r< 



m 



3 



tt 



i 





^ 



» 



^ 



^ 

^ . 



s 



^t 



f 





>* 




fe* 



a 



k 



^m 



^ 



i 



r \ i\ 1 1\ 



high brichte mountains and the stream sae blue! Oh Heaven tak me hame, for Fm 




fa^ 



i 



w 




^ 



wear . ied noo ! 




k* 



a 



^ 



m 



3^g 



^^m 



i 



i 3 ) | JT3 ^ 



Thou'rt 



7Z 



r 




^ 




? 



I 



M 



iti!^ 
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J 




k* 



s 



^ 



fair, 




^ 



^v 



I 



f 1^ 



tS=K 



bon _ nie Earth, and 



some o^ Ihinf are fair, 



For 





I* 



^ 



:■ ; ,1 1 ^ J i>J^ 



^ 



I have seen a heav'nly heart, v4iere i^thers eouldna see, But I 





t* 



a 



^ 



^^ 



should, na look on sin 



^ 



I L I I ^ ' 



S 



and I daur _ na look on care, 



A _ 




'iA> 1.^ I J'^J I J I ; i. 



m 



\ 



i 



^ 



las* the warld is fu' o' baith, and that a _ bais _ es me. And its 
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J 



rail. 




5 



k* 



^m 



i 



J n r r ^ 




hame, hame, hame wad I be! Hame, hanie to mine ain countrie. 



5 



f^=^ 



^ 



i 




i 




i 



Tall. 






m 



f 



J 




\l 



m 



1 




t^=£ 



e 



a ttmpo. I 1^ 



p 



<^ i,i'i> fb | 





*] 1 *i 



^ 



lUJ 



K K r 



i^ 1. 1 '■' 



*rr- 



i 



J. ^i. J1 




> 




t* 



^ 



^ 



s 



^ 



^ 



Oh, there's joy there now where there's nae 

>, ! , . . . I e i f t = 



mair sin While 






^ 



I 



5 





here I am far frae my ain dear kin, The true love's want_ing thai 



gva 





tszzzfc 



^m 



i 




i 



^ 



^ 



s 



I maun hae a _ lane, 






And on « ly to the stars 



p^ 



can 



i 



d 



t^ 



ll 



^w 



t 




^ 





^"'-^ r g J ^^ n J I 



^ 



^^ 



i^ 



bles-.sed is the si . lence, and bles^sed is the lichte, And 




^ 




b* 



s 



i' J- J' J 



^ 



f 



i 



^^ 



t^ 



bles _ sed is the pure heart that pure aye shall be, But my 
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J 




? 



te 



p 



: J J-j^n 



i 



ain countrie is far a . way, 



^^ 



^ 



far a»wav this niehte. And 




J 



¥^'\'l f C fJ^ i 



M J .j,j-. jn c ^ 



the re the hearts that tru .. ly love are wea «. ry-ing for me, Oh 'tis 



F 




f 



f 




f 



p 



ij-^j-infl 



¥ 



1^ 



E 



J 



rail. 




t* 



^ 




^ 



^^ 



s 



^ 



hame, haroe, hame wad I be! 



Hame, hame to ray ain countrie, 





U4 



IVIY FAINT SPIRIT. 



WORDS BY SHELLEY. 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK. 



RECITATIITE. 



VOICE. 




PIANO. 




h. 



My faint spirit was sitting* in the light Of thy looks, my love; 



ft=^ 



f 




j^: 'i I 



^ 



^3 



E 




J 



piv mosso 




P ^^ 



'^ j^ J j^ j^ J n m 



ineno mosso 






It pant, ed for thee like the hind at n oon Pop thehrooks,iny love. 

/7N 



^\ 





k 



^s 



Allegro. 



n fi*i 



^^ 




LC;L{;^ 



J jJ^^JT ]h. 



I 






i 




^^^^^^ 



^^ 



I 



r 



•45 



g 



£ 



^ 



Thy Barb, 



whose 



|>^\ijlJT]^iTjhj]JT]^jn'] hi 



m 



& 



E 



I 




Utuj^ 



& 




t 



t 



E 



^ 



^ 



ZE 



^3 



f 



Bore thee 




out speed the tern . 



pestfs flig-ht, 



^\^n^^^m 



^Qjtlrlcr l v^ 



I 






J^iTUH I 




€f^ 




J 




V 



rail. 



% 



a tempo 




^ 



me; 



My heart, (for my iv^eak feet were wea . ry soon) did com. 



^^ 





rail. 



i 



In tempo 



^ h 



E 
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SE 



E 



r-i jwmJ r 




f 



pa.nion thee, 



Mt heart, (for my veak feet were wea_ry 



8 





t 



rail. 



rail. 



Andante eon espressione 



S 




^^ 



^ 



^ 



\r 



80on) did com. pa 
S 



nion thee. 




Oh! swift « 



- er 



rjn-^JT j nj hjj^j jJTj Jjg 







?=^ 



JM J • J 



^ 



than swift _ est storm or steed. 




H7 




J 




iE 



^dE 



^ 



m 



11 



% 



bear, 



The heart which ten « der thoug'ht 



'^^^i 1* •' 



clothes like a 




J 



^ \^\^f \ ^ l-p = 



^ 



f 



t 



dove With the 



wing's of care. 

I ^ *Alleg*ro ag'itato. 
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t 



^Mmi^M^ 




rail 



/^ In the battle. 




J 




^ 






3 



?^^ 



i 



?*aW. 




in the need, 



Shall mine cling* to thee,. 



Nor 




^ 




Iz 



Andante. 



^^ *in.\ 



m 



m 



E 



m 



claim 



f 



nop claim 



8mile for all 




^ 




k 



S 



•6> 



com _ 



^ 



eves. 



^ 



i 



foi't, love^ It may bring* to thee. 
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^ 



r 



M O N T G O IVI E R Y'S MISTRESS. 



WORDS BY ALLAN CUNNINGHAM 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK. 



J 



TEJ^ER^MEJ^TE E SIMPLICE. 



VOICE. 




m 



iM'n\h^ pjj^ 




O nature lavishd on my love, Each chai'in and winning* g'Paee, Tis .a 



PIANO 





g'lad thing' for sad eyes To look up -on her face;. 



She's 




fefe 



^ 



^ 



II ' I 'U I 



\ ■ J ^ 



STveeter than the sun.ny air, In 'which the Un_net 



singes, While 
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f^ he K 



*« — Tv *« 



\r 



^ 



^ 



she looks thro' her elustVing" hair, Which o'er hep forehead hin^s, 



Oh 





I 



^ 



^ 



lik. 



[v. 



ts=±zis 



fe 



^ 



I could look on my tiMte love, Till I grew to the ground; There's 




> 




f 



\ \ 



r |i'- rr 



^ 



s 



i 



T — ^ 

none like her in love _ liness. Search all the world round. 



] 
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I 




J 




N. 



^ 



stpeains; Hep 



^ 



^ 



I' t t ^ 




eyes are like the star of love, MTiich 



i 



^^ 



f 




J 




^ 



^ 



o'er the gloaming* 



p 



I 



beams; And when she walks, the 




UM ^ i I 



K- 



^ 




s 



brook - rose seems Un - worth - y of hep 



foot,. 



And 
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J 




^ ^ K K 



ts: 



K \ 



^^ 



vhen she sing's, the lark that hears Will ev_ermoi'e he mute; 



And 





t t l- \ ^ 




from her eyes there streams such lig'ht, And from her lips such sound. The 




J 




^ 



? 



1- I 1- t t 1- 



^ 



^ 



mould 'which made my love is lost, And ner _ er shall he found. 





IS3 



TEARS, IDLE TEARS 



From Tk« PriAO«MV 



3J 



WORDS BY ALFRED TENNYSON 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK. 



^JV'D^^^TE MODER^TO. 



VOICE. 




PIANO. 



Tears, i _ die tears, I know not what they mean, 




J 




% 



M^ 



arts, %. 



r^'f ' 



^ 



^fe 



Tears, i . die tears, I know not what they mean, 



Teai*s from the 




c/'e.v. 




depth of some di . vine des . pair 



se in the heart, and 




BY PERMISSION 



154 



J 




bS> ^.Y\^.Y\ J i 



c?'e.y. 



i 




y 



C 



z: 



^ 



g*a«ther to the eyes, In looking* on the hap « py Au . tumn 





fields, And thinking* of the days, the days that are 



no 




{g t^> J ■ 
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.-^ 
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Tenerainente. 



E 




p 



Dear as re _ mem_ber\] kisses 



& 



r 



^^ 



r 



^S 



^ 



af. tei* death, And 



P 



E 



^ 





\ 




I 



v;^ 





t 



k^ 



E 






^^ 



"TiJ.j/r;^! 



sveet as those by hopelesss fancy feig'n'd On lips that are for 




^m 
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^ ^ con pas'S'ione, teneramente* 



P do Ice. 




o-thers; 



Deep as 



first love, and 




. con pas'S'ione. cres. ^^,^^ -^ 

inld with all re . ffret; Oh Death in Life, Oh D^ 



^ 



inld with all re - gret; Oh Death 




^^ 



the days that are. 





WHEN DAISIES PIED 



ii 



Love*! labour loitl* 



WORDS BY SHAKESPEARi: 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK 



CHEERFULLY* ^JTD IJV J^ODERJiTE TIME. 



VOICE 



PIANO 





dai.sies pied, and vio.lets blue, And la _ dy-smocks all sil_ver-^ite, And 




Icju P^ h 



^ 




rnm 



r • r M 




n;i^; i 



cue «koo- buds of yel«lov hue, Do paint the meadows with delig*ht; The 



^ 



% 



i 



^=f= 




1^ iJ 



I jT] rn i : 



f 



r ■ 



m J ; 




r 



I 
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it r D'L/r 



r 1 y 



cuekoo then on ev' « ry tree 





claims the spring*, idiile thus sing's he; 

m rn 




J M LC 



£ 



I 



« f * 



I 



^^ 




^ 



*i i* *i 



f» «< y - I 



I 



*i t* ^ 



Cuckoo, 



Cuckoo, 



Cuckoo; 



^ 



^ 



±^ 



^^ 





r:\ 



^^BL 



i 



i 



s 



^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 



r> 



Cue _ _ koo, Cuckoo, O 



word of cheep, "Which 



tempo 



^ 



3BE 



i 



^ 



i 



m 



^ 



I 



i6o 



Chorus. 




vel « comes May to 



warm the year; Cnc « koo, Cuc«koo, O 





word of cheer, WTiich wel « comes May to 



warm the year. 





J 




i 



t 



' i c/r cJ" l- \ ii^ Q - '^ 




When shepherds pipe on oat«en straws, And merry larks are ploug'hmen's clocks. When 

^ 1 1 , 1 




J 




i 



\ \ ( i[Q\- \ ^^i^- Jin;i^ j- i 



turtles huild, and rooks, and dai^, And maid. ens bleach their sum.mer smocks, The 





^ 



^ 



cuckoo then^ on ev . ry tree, 





^ 



claims the spring", ^ile thus sing*s he; 
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Cuckoo, 




i 



BE 



^ 



Cuckoo, 



i 



^ 






Cuckoo; 



>^<WV%«W 



/TN 



Cuc_ 



^ 



1 



^ 



E 



^ 



^ 




^ 



«(/* 



t' T r 



1= 




Cho? 



n J p I- 1 



koo, Cuckoo, O word of cheer, WTiich welcomes May to warm the year; Cue - 




y^ 



' nr t^ nrJ i 



^ 



rit. 




koo, Cuckoo, O iTOpd of cheer, Wliich welcomes May to warm the year. 




J 



Slower. 




When i . cicles hang* by the wall, And Dick the shepherd blows his nail, And 




^ 



f 




fn^ 




# 



I 






Tom bears log's in _ to the hall, And milk comes fro _ 2en home in pail, \\lien 




J 




^^ 




^t-^ 



blood is nipt, and ways be fonl_ 



Then 




J 



m 



\f 



g r r r i\u m 



f ^ I* r. I 



nig*ht-ly singes the star.ing* owl, 



To_ 
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J 



^^ '^'^^%^»^'^^^^|^W^^^W^^»'^<%'V^ 



V 



fr- 




'J 



^=^ 



I 



^=? 



i 



^O, 




^^-F 



To _ _ ^vho,. 



4 



T(> _ 



?=F 




i» 



3^==t^ 



5 



sp=y 






; 



Cho? 





^it, to -■who, a iner_ py note, While gpeas_y Joan doth keel the pot; Tu_ 




^ 



P 



^ 



^^ 



>/ 




^ 



rail. 




idiit, to.idio, a mep-py note, WTiile g'peas-.y Joan doth keel the pot* 




^ Original time, but with pauses. ^ 



r:\ 




When all aloud the wind doth blow, And couching* drowns the parson^s saw, And 




J 



m 



f 



^ iiGr^cJnrr-^ J^'. 






^ 



birds sit brooding* in the snow, And Ma^rian's nose looks red and raw, WTien 




J 



^m 




^^ 



roast - 



ed crabs 



hiss in the bowl, 



Then 




nig*ht-ly sing's the star, ing* owl. 



To« 




i66 



Z 



^^l^^*^^*m^^^ ^ t^^^<^^^^^^ 



^^-^^ 






^^%^>%«^^ ^»%^>^»i^^ ^»V%'^»^/W 




^^^ 



M 



^o,. 




?=? 



To _ _ . ^o,. 



Tu _ 



3f=? 



5 



I 



:^ 



3!=P 



(f 




^3 



I 



^ 



g 



Cho? 




-wbit, to_-who, a mep_. ry note, "While greasy Joan doth keel Ae pot; Tii_ 





rail. 



idiit, to -^o, a mep « ry note, While gfeasy Joan doth keel the pot. 




Iby 



RETURN, SWEET SISTER ELLEN. 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK 



^^Da»\TE GRUZIOSO. 



PIANO 






lov.ing* looks shall g^reet thee; And kind ones smile thy "vrel-come home, And 





dearest friends shall meet thee; Re - turn, and "with thy cheerful face, Re _ 




m 



; 




K 



^ 



^ 




store oup home its 



for_mer grace, For 



all our plea _ sant 




fan _ - cies, And 



all our song's and dan ^ « ces, And 





m 



n J'. J J^ r I Jj.j.jM j"r 



all our mirth, by field or hearth,Wepe ev.ep best ivith El-len! 
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; 




^^ 



n J ■ i j^ ; I J- M ■ J' I 



The 



sum 



-mep bping^s your fav'. rite flowVs, As if the sky had 





^^ 



^ 



J' ■ J^ ;■ ■ JM 



pain'd them; The pose and jas - mine pound oup bow'ps, Ape 





clust'- ping' irhepe you 



tpain'd them; And 



o - thep po - ses 





J J' J' J I 



J^ r J- 



Jw J r- I 



bloom fop you, You'll see them blush, 'neath eyes of blue, Fop 
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i^Hl-^.. Q^l ^^^ 



^ 




some one's plea . sant fan - - cies, And 



some one's song's and 





m 



E 



i 



r Jl M J^ 



dan _ « _ ees, And some one's mirth, by field op hearth, Aj'e 



^ 





E 



^ 



m 



marr'd, ^en vant _ ing" 



El _ len. 
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HER HAIR WAS DARK AS THE RAVEN'S PLUME 



WORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK. 



ASnA NTE MODERA TO , 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 





« 



if 



^ 



hair 



was 



^ 



dark as tne 



i 




pa -vens plnme. 




I 



And 
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m 



m 



m 



state ly her 



mien 



as the ce .dar tree. 



And the 





nee ta - - . rine ne er had h er yonng cheeks hlooin , 



Who 





g 



i 



first heard the accents of love 



from 



me. 



A. 





1 



^m 



^ 



..laslivfaile I gazil on her dark 



f 




hair flow...ing, And 




173 




saw^ at my sighs » her yonng cheek glofwiiig,_ Little thong^t 





^^ 



Dim: 



m 



i 



of mj 'bright stark wane; Hie dim wreath of 





JStaU: 



r 



^^ 



i 



death was a roimd her then. 




She died» like the eve of a snm niers 

f 



ni^t : — 
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Hush'd as the mar... lie her lip's sweet tone; 



And tho' 





fe 



ft 



r.' ^ r 



^ 



p 



ronnd me yonng eyes are glan cing bright , 



They 




t 



t 



1^ 



^ 



i 






i 

r 



P 



i 



f 





i 



^^ 



woo not 



nr^ 



heart from the one 



that's gone: 



The 





k 



B 



^ 



^ 



I 



hearts 



passion 



floirr 



. .pens once , 



and e 



I 



m 



e ver The 




$ 



'h^l I r i 



J r ^ 



s 



i 



r 



# K 
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r 

z 



^ 



^ 



I 



dove 



Tvill droop when its 



mate 






nmst 



se ver, _ 





HYMN OF PAN. 



WORDS BY SHELLEY. 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK 



^llegho moder^to. 



VOICE. 



PIANO 
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fo - - rests and highlands W 




ftHrprrrr^ 




come ;, 



From the riv « er-girt 



is . lands, 



where 




eves - - cen - ^ do 




reeitato. 




a tem^o 






i 



f 



^^ 



wind in the reeds and the rush 



I 



3^=^ 



i 



The 



^^^^^^^ 




ik. P 





^ 



i 



f 



^ 



E 



E 




birds- on the mvr _ _ tie 



bushes, 



The 







i8o 





Andante. 




.1 1 1^ ^ J 

in xJ* i 



t* *it" *> > * * f 



Listnin£C to my sweet 



pip_ings, 






J . J J^J. i-| 



^ 



i 



Li - - quid Pe.ne - . us was flow . • - « « ' ing, And 




all dark Tern . pe lay. 



In 



Pe - liorfs sha.dow, out. 





.iiHif 
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Recit . 



a '*'<<'■ I' J'T 



m 



Speed - ed with my sweet pip-in^s 




[uin'L^ 







\ i '■'' "g C C r r : 



Sy\ - - vans, and Fauns, 



^^ 



H^2 



And the Nymphs, 



and the Nymphs, 







E 



^^ 



^ 




A 



And the Nymphs of the woods and waves, 
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r H¥ t 




te 



5 



N— K 



^ 




^ brink of the dew - « y caves, To the edge of the moist river- 




IJJJJ 



y^J "] i^ p 
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ml « Ian ^ ^ tan ^ do 



^ 



m 



zz 



love, 



ii - 



« lent with love, 



As 




u tempo 



recit . 



l l'fi^n j'JJ-j'^nt^^ 



rallen. 




you now, ApoLlo, as you now. A.pol.lo, With en.vy of mj sweet 




V, f f f 





i 



^ 




iS^ 



a t<un po 






J ji JN r ' 



I 



aag of the danc _ ing stars, I sang of the dae _ dal 



san 

8 





i86 







P 



Love, and Death, and Birth, '^ 



And 





I 



? 



^ 



^ 



then I chang;M my 



p 



• • 



pip« ings,_ 



Singing, 




m 



• • 



singing, 



I 



i 




I 



a tempo 





*j t* t* 



I pur - sued" a 



maid . en and clasped 



a 






i 





!^ 



^ 



E 



rr 




EE 






P 



I 




t t* * =^F=P 
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i 



E 



reed: 




m 



^ 



^ 



I pur- sued a maid - 



r i f r r itJ I 



en 



I pur. sued a 





m 



8) T r 




clasp'd, 



P 



^3 



^ 



/T\ 



^ 



clasp'd 




^^^^^P 



a reed: Gods and men, we are 




f 




all de . lu.ded 



I 



t) ^ r 




^=? 



^ 






[^1* ' =^ 



f ' t r ''cj 1 1 



^^ 



' jij.j 



i88 




^ 



i 



I 



^ 



K 



^ 



m 



thus! 



It breaks in our bo _ som and then 



P 



we bleed: 



All wept 






?^-^ 



f5^ 



5 



r-^ f 



f 



^5 



f 



I 



I 



ii 4 



I ff ''i^' cJ Q 5 n I j^ 



ci r - 



E 




think both ye now would^ 



E 



a tempo. 





If en _ 



m; ^'jt: I rm JT71 1 ™ JTn p jI3 








£ 



^ 



^^ 



■^ 



<9- 



had not 



^ 




zen your i^lood, At the 




^^ 



ral - - len - ^an - do 



f 



f 



i 



^ 



sor _ row of my sweet pip _ ings. 

ffva. 





8 



va 



iji^^^^ ^ 





n j"^ J^i'"'C i| j r - 
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THE MILLER'S DAUGHTER. 



•WORDS BY ALFRED TENNYSON, 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK 



ALLEGRO COJ^ SPIRITO, 



VOICE 



PIANO. 




An > ^ 1 1 , Ji ll - ' ^ - hr ^^ 



is the ]iiil..lers dangh ter. Aid she is grown so dear, so dear, That 





^^ 



^ c ir p ^ ' 'I 



i 



wonld he the jew. .el That trembles at her ear; 



For 




*BY PERMISSION. 



IQI 



m 



I 



■K JM I .r J- 



ii J^ > 



i 



^ 



hid iu ring lets day and night, Id tunch her neck 



so 





A little slofcer. 





dam...ty waist. And her hea rt w ould teat a, -gainst me, 



J 




BaU: 



sor row 



I 



^ 



and 



in rest : 



In 




i 



And 




J 




^ 



J J J 



fcc 



I should know if 



^ 



\SL 



i 



it teat right. Id clasp it round so 





t 



I' r J r 



close and ti^ht. And 



P 



should know if 



p 



^ 



b 



^ 



it heat right, Id 







^ 



% 



^ 



^ 



^P 



^ 



clasp . it ronnd so close and tight. It 



J- J t i 



is the mil ...lers 





»qd 



a Tempo. 




J 




neck. 



W 



^ 



% 



i 



^ 



i 



lace. 



IM 



all day 



long 



to 
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J 



^m 



k 



m 



to •som, "With 




ter or her 







k 



E 



i 



tf 



. .claspil at 



night , And 



would 



p 



lie 



so 



'^' ^ P ^ 





t£ 



^ 



i 
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J 




p 



i 



k 



. clasped at night , 



It 



Ball. 



% 



IS 



the 



mil 



iers 
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AS THE wine's ROSY HUE. 



WORDS FROM THE FRENCH. 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK 



ALLEGRO JtODERATO 



VOICE 




PIANO 



As the wine's ro_8y hue in my "wine-cup "was g'leaming', A 





b^ 



I 




m 



3: 



but-ter - fly 



i 



^ 



^ 



thoug'ht it «ome brig^ht sianmer floVis And it 



» ^ fj ^ ■ j i j J « 



^ 



i 



w 



t 



^ 



m 






stayd as it flew on its 

N 



course, fond.ly dream . ing*, 'Tw^ould 



^ 



m 




I 



% 



? 



t 



m 



^ 



F=^ 



t 



P 



I 



i 



i 




rXy & ^ -I' ' 



^^^ 



re _ _ yel a minute, then 



fly 



to its bowV. 



m 



M 



V 



r> 



1L 



E 



i 
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J 




^ 







But the iuiee of the vine it no 




i'itardando. 




80on_er had tasted^Thanit fold-ed its wing^s as it no more would «tray;.,.. Noir 




J Jii'jii, 



^ 





•/I tempo priino. 




PQ -. 868 and woodJbine your brig'ht hues are wast«ed, For ne'er from the wine-ciip twiU 





f 



E 



i 



n M ^ ^ 



5 



1 




E 



E 



E 




\^nn^i 



I 



■wan _ dep a_"vray. 
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THE CRUSADER'S RETURN 



WORDS BY SIR WALTER SCOTT 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK. 



VOICE. 



J Recitativo ma in tempo giu3to. 



PI^JVO 



t 



m. 



^ 



r 



W 



m 




deeds a.chieved of knight .ly fame. 



From 
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i 



i 



^ 



i 



r " I' i: I 



np on his hatterd shield Mas to. ken of a 






fongh..ten field; And thns he.neath his 



la.-dys howr He 





20I 




^ 




^^ 



m 



Joy to the fair ! thy kni^lit 



behold I Re . 




^ 




k 



M 



- -turnd from yoii.der 



r land oi gold^ 



m 



i 



^ 



No wealth he hriii^ , nor 





t 



bat 



rTTtle 



st6ed: 



I 



His spurs 



t ^ M ,11 



to dash a_. gainst a 




202 




J 




low; 



^ 



^ 




Such all the tro phies of his toil 




J 




izzdt 



^ 



^ 



^ 



Such, and the Lope of Te..klcis smile I 
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chur lish gate, 




hour is late. In ...nrd to SjTias glowing breathe 



I 
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^^^m 







I 



^ 



i 



grate ful heart q^uell 



inai .den shame. 



And 




J 



m 



rT\ 



r\ 



P 



grant him love who brings thee fame!' 





STILL TO THEE AND ONLY THEE. 



.WORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK 



VOICE 



PIANO. 




Andante ma non troppo 




i 



^ 



t 



t 



^ 



still to thee, and on__ly thee, my rest _ less heart is 



r^^ 



• • 




? 




• • 




^ 






^ • II J" « l '^" 1 



^ 



^ 



tnrn_ iiig . Still to thee, as harks at sea fly homeward from the 




^ 






I 



35olce. p in Tempo 



^ 



^ 



f 



r ■ 



storm; 



Thou a -.-lone can'st g;nide iiie on, tho' O-lher's lights are 
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J 




-OL 



w 



m 




Rail: 




l)nrii._mg; 



Theirs may shine, hut on ly thine pre -.serves my ho_..som 




'warm. 



storm . 




sf 



r^ 




^ 



za 



^ 



f 



in Tempo. 




Still to thee, and oii-.«ly thee, my rest. less heart is 




turn ing; StiU to thee, as harks at sea fly homeward from the 





20J 



J 




m^ 



^^ 



f ' 'I '' I 



I have past neath skies o'er, .cast , Since tlioii hast ceas d to 




J 




m 



cheer me 



m 




^^ 



^ 



, Ball: 



Hope her. .self, like dewless plants, hath droop d for many an 



ith droop d for mas 



^1 




hour; 



The' I lovd ivhere-eer I roy'd,Yet thou wert e.^ver 




J 




i 



i 



near 



me 



Thwarting still the 



i die skill which 
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J 




i 



ttall 
Cres: 



i 



8on^t to spurn thy power 



^ 



m 



Still to thee and 




on ly thee, my rest, ..less heart is torn il^ ; 




Still to thee , 



as 



harks 



at sea fly home .ward from the 




storm. 




J 




StiU !it lives. 



m 



m 



i 



m 



and still it gives. tbat name.. less powrT^ch 




N 



tan^t 



p 



m 



^^ 



me 



Fr(Hn the first, earths chains to hnrst. And 




^ 




JtalL- 



^ 



^ 



95o/€^. p a Tempo. 



i 



1^ 



live hut for thy sake; 



We must part, hut 




tidXl: 




J 



¥ 



f 



5 




3 




i 



=^ 



^ 




zz 



in my heart shall dwell what thog hast hrou^t 



me 




2IO 



J 




fSfeEJ 



^ 



Ball: , I 



Till I reach the hed from which 111 



ne -ver more a^ 





harks 



Fly home . .ward from 



stoim . 



TAKE ME WITH THEE OER THE WOUNTAINS. 



WORDS AND MUSIC 



J TRAXqVILLO, 



BY JOHN PARK. 



PIANO. 







% 



V 



J. / J r iCf CJ ^^ 



^ 



^^ 



Gleam be. side the deep wood fouii-tains,MherethypeaceJ\il dwell . ing^lies. 



J- ;^j r 
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t 



fe 



v 



f 



3 



^^ 



f 



Oft thoii'st said, how lov'd and lone - ly 



¥ 



These thy na _ tive 




^ 



ti: 



-^ 



XE 



xy 



^ 




k 



f 



t 



P 



wood-lands were; 



a 



g^ 



3 



S 



Now they want thy pre « sence on _ ly, 





t 



t 




? 



E 







Take me with thee, loVd one, there. Take me with thee, lov'd one, there. 




llii **■" 
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J 




s 



i 



^ 



^ 



^ 



3 



Sum-inei* will be dark with, out thee, Sum.mer pleasures 





^ 



dull and diear; 



L T r ni 



That blest lig'ht which dwells a . bout thee, 



rjT^'n 



m 



V=EF% 



' iH 'j' ' j i 



^ 



TL 



^ 



fe 



^ 



t; 



^m 



p 



^^fe 



-X;r n l 



Brightens all the va . ryingyear. Friends are loVd, but thou art dear., er, 




^m 
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J 




% 



k 



i 



\r 



P 



m 



S- 



^m 




^ 



E 



Let IIS nev - er part a.g'ain, Let us ne - ver part a« g*ain 




* 



k 






^ "j" 






§ 



3 



2i 



s 



?=? 



^ 



^ 



r-r 



^ 






^ 



k 



T*' 



^ 



5 



I 



pect thy truth? 



^ 



^ 



Could I knoir thou wert in sad - ness, 




jiJT:^^'^ 



5 



^^m 



i 



3 



^^m 



JL 
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^ 



t 



r cJ r 



^ 



-^ 



r V ~r 



love thoa bhow.est, By that smile then where- so - 



e'ep. 





t 



k 



^ 



^ 



^ 



m 



m 



t9- 



Be the home to which thou g'o. est, Take me with thee, lov'd one, there, 




F 



^ 



l.lli 



I 



t 



t 



a 



^^ 



^ u i i 



^ 



^ 



I 




* 



t 



Take me with thee, lovH one* there. 



^ 



^ 



^ 



f 

i 




i 



I 





§ 



^ 



•»■ 






2l6 



r 



i» 



RIDE WE, RIDE WE. 



WORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK 



VOICE 



PIANO 




MOLTO ALLEGRO COJV" BRIO 



f 



t^ 



^ 



f 




p 




i 



I 



15l Ride we, 
2nd Here we 



ride 



we, 
my 





mer^py men all! 
g*allant grey mare, 



Gallant, ly tramp it o.ver the Bor « der: 

Up with your head, lass! fast.er and fast - er! 
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Now were kickd out from bow.er and hall, 
Ay you may snuff, the inorning''s keen air, 



Fortune is ofF with ^vhat 
You are as fond of fun 




we could af- ford her. Now ye wild sin.ners, 
as your mas - ter. Deuce take the hindmost! 



Com( 



'§ */ ^ 



n rn 




fig'ht for your dinners, 
Bra -vest who find most! 



Hur 
Hur 



rah! 
rah! 




and tramp 
and tramp 



tramp : 
tramp 



Nev. er ask *'may we g^o? 
Nev- er say "may we g'o?'' 
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Catch what we can! 
Catch what ye can ! 



Tramp and a .way we g*(». 
Tramp and a-way we gu). 




J 




^ 1?~ 

a -Way we g^o, 



a -Way we g^o, 



oo 




; 




^' ^ T r 



5 



Hoog'h! 
Hoog*h! 



^^ 
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i 




3Z^ Ride the breeze, my honest blue plaid; 
4lll Ride we, ride, ^at ev«er be -fall, 



Of - ten be«fore you've 
Stick to the law« youp 




; 




■ tlW 



^ 



^^ 



streamed as a varn-ing*; Out of youp sheath, my trust- y old blade, 
pov - ep- ty teach - es, He ^o won't wish g*ood luck to us all, 




Thepe will be work for the Doctor by morn«ing'. lender's the moon too. 
Rock be his sad.dle, and cobweb his breech .es! Now, ye lank sinners. 




^■¥ f^ 



^ 



f 



f 



r^ rn 



f 



^a 



^ 



,rr,r"| 



; 




t 




f *i t* 



t 



z 



V' 



Cheer her my merry crew! 
Look out for your dinners! 



Hur 
Hup 



pahl 
pah! 
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m 



*i *i i*i "i 



^ 



Aiid ti'amp, tramp, 
Aiid tramp, tramp, 



7—^ 



Nev-.er ask *'may ve g*o?" Catch what we can, 
Nev^er ask ''may we g'o?'* Catch what ye can 




Tramp and a^way we g^o! 
Tramp and a-way we g*©! 



CVD 



away we g*o, 
away we g^o, 




J 



dimin. al Fine. 




<a=v _JTJ [7^ 



P 



TT 




rail 



p 



^ 



^ 



PPP. 



c. 



^ 



g 
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J=. 



^ 



^3 






* 



1 



JESU! BLESS OUR SLENDER BOAT. 



WORDS BY WORDSWORTH 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK 



REL/GIOSO. 



VOICE. 




P I A N 0. 



i 



J • J I J 



I 



Je sni l)les52 our sleii der boat, 




3 



5 




p^»±3 




P 



^1 



I 



I 



r 



5 



7 



r 



^ 



i 




J 2^ 




tLreatnings, 



Drown the miL-.-sic 





^ 



of 



^ 




m 



t 



a 



song— 



Breathed thy mer . . . cy to im . . . plore ^ 




^Vhere 




^ 



i 



Gidde 



these tron hied wa ters 



roar. 





i 



fe 



k 



I 



I 



i 



onr 



bark 



a mong the 



waves; 
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^ 



m 



^ 



Crea : 



P 



Tliro' the rocks our pass age smooth; ^ ere the Tvhirl„pool 







an ger soothe: 



i 



p 



^ 



All our hope is placed in Thee__ 




WHEN THE LAMP IS SHATTER'D. 



WORDS BY SHELLEY 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK. 



VOICE 



^ 



PIANO 



^^.l, B 



fi 



^^ 



^ 



^ 



^5 



When the lamp is shattered, 



p 



Th. 





fe 



t>Vl,'^ ^ 



^ 



lig'ht in the dust 



I 



^ 



^ ^ 1 ^ 



^ 



lies dead; 



When the cloud 



^ 



18 



^m 





14tI t w W 



fVf r 



scat - ter d, 



^ '■ r I r ^ J J i 



g 



«i *< I* 



^te 



The rain.hoVs g^lo^ry is shed; 



^ 



When the 







§ ^Vj- I . } J' ^^ 



t 



^f—^ 



E 



^ 



tones are re _ mem _ ber'd not; 



When the 





> 



t 



fea 



^^ 



lips. 



^ 



^^ 



i 



tC 



have spok « 



en, 



LovVl 




fjiiVcpt J )'i)g ^ 



r. JJ J. 



N \ \ =1 



ac « cents are soon fop.g'ot. 



As mu . sic and splendour Sur - 





^ 



E 



^os 



^H-t^ 



Vive 



not, sur « vive not the lamp and the lute, 



The 
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^ 



heart's 



e . choes ren 



•en - der No 



m 




i 



No song* irhenthe spi- rit 



IS 






wind 



thft)ug'h a . ru . in'd cell, 



Or the mournful 





1 r T t^k\ 



siii^'.eti That ring'. the dead seaman's knell. 





^ 



Sr 



f=± 



m 



When hearts have once ming *. led, 



Lo\ 



^ 



^ 



e 



fii'st leaves the 






well - built nest; The veak one is sing*_ led To en _ dure, 




^ 




m 




raU. 



M 



a tempo. 



dure vhat it 



^ 



^ 



once po8s _ est: 



^m 



Oh Love! 



^ 



-t 



who be -. 





^ 



Tvail « est The fraibty of all thing's here, 



^ 



^ 



Why choose you the 
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^ 



m 



!S 



^m 



/Cn 



frail - e^t For your era. die, 



your home, 



m 



and youi' bier? 





i 




E 



^ 



^^ 



It*8 passions 



will pock thee, 



As the 




\ ^ 



k 



^m 



i 



stornis pock the pa _ veos 




^ 



E 




Bpig*ht pea « . son will mock thee, Like th 



§ ^>JlJ>JI^ 



3F? 



■■■■■ M^^ ^^^^ 
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i 



n ^j J' J 1^ 



sun from a win 




k 



nest 



I 1 u ^ ' 



^ 



9 



€fv' _ py raf _ terWill 



rot». 



^^ 



i 



try 





i 





m 



r J' ^J aJ J- 



E 



and thine ea « . g'le home 



^ 



£ 



^i=F 



p 



Leave thee na _ ked 




to 
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^ 



- tan 



do. 



« 




And ante tempo pnmo. 



^3 



leaves fall, 



and 



cold winds 



come, 



^5^ 




r; i|i: 



• ^ • 



if 



^1— !«■ 



fe^ 



^ 



^ 



When 



_• • 




f 



i 



leaves 



fall 



and cold 



j? ^'W' rp L^ y 



^?^ 



a 




^ *1 I* *i 






F^ 



^f^=F 



5 



1 



vrinds - come. 



I ARISE FROM DREAMS OF THEE. 



WORDS BY SHELLEY. 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK 



PIANO 




k 



Jl 



^^^F^ 



^\,^ \ ,i*. 1* 



& 



Jl 



g^=F 



t- 



£. 




*i t* @' 



r k*i - 



£ 



t=t 




I a 



-Q 



^ 



3 



22 



a « rise 



from dreams 



of 



thee, of 



^ ^*^^ "j^^"'P" 



i; 



^ 




^ 



^ 



^=F 



7^ 



5! 



J^ ^ t* 



^ 



r^ 



p 



77 



^m 



m 



thee, 



E 



In the first sweet sleep of nig'ht. 



In the 
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J 




^ 



^^ 



i 



^ 



■Kr 



k: 



p^ 



loiv". .TH^. And the stars are shin « ing* brig'ht: 



I a - 





^''1^ I ^ \ u 



rail. a tempo. 



E 



pise from dreams of thee^ 




^ 



rail 



And a ^^pi « rit in my 



w 



lXU ^ 




feet 




a tempo. 



^ 



^ 



3=C 



/mJ ^ I 



Has led me, "who knovs how? 



To thy 



^j'>LLupJ]'^iJi 



^1— ^ 




^ 



jr 



^ 




f 
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fe 




m 






eham - bep win - doir, sweet! 




^ 




I* @' M I* 



g 



9- 





k 



Andantino. 



I 



I 



i 



i 



^^Ti=^^ 



^ 



^ 



The wan _ defing' airs they 



faint 



On the 





k 



m 



m 




^ 



stream^ _ 



^ 
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k 




p 



sweet 



thoiig))t8 in 



a 



dream; 



The 




a 



K2>\k Lf-Jj^^ 



s 




^ c^ k; ^ ^ 



; 




a 



f 



i 




^ 



nig'ht - in - - g'ale's 



I 



com . plaint, 



f 



It 



4 ^'-1, ^ p rr] ^^ ^ 



^ 



» 



»■ 



^ifV^l 



i 
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^ 



^^ 




It* *1 



^^ 



j\j ' n 



I 



must up -. on thine, 



A8 I 



miibt up 



on 




i4 ^'^ \f^^^ t r 



thine,... 

ere*. 





Be . lov - 



- e 



d as thou art! 



Be « 



^^ 




E 



r^ 



TT 



£X. 



■^ 



■O- 




>* 




k 



a 



I 



t* t* 



lov-ed, 



^ 



^ 



I 



?=F 



be - lov - ed, 




be « lov - -. ed as thou 






eye « lids 



My cheek 



is cold 




E 



" f Yff ffrr 



ziij T r f r 



* 



t^ 




mr 



^^ 



V 



•^ 



^ 



I 




E 



irhite, 






=?=? 






a . las! My heart beats loud and 



^ 



F= 



fast; 




237 



J 




^ 



r7\ 



r iir V r ^^ 



Oh! pre88 it close to thine a.g'ain, 



UWQis ^"' 



Oh! press it close 



to 




J 




\ O^ I 



n\ 



t 



^ 



thine. 



^ 



a . g'ain. 



Where it irill break at 





t 



s 



i* r J 



^ 



r 1 



last, 



I 




last, 




> 




^ 



k 



/?N 



H 



^^ 



^ 



I 



Where it inll break at last. 
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/ 



MIDNIGHT IS BROODING. 



WORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK 



VOICE 




^ 



i 



f r ^ 



; i ^■^ J 



N. 




Mid _ nig'ht is brooding^ o'er the 



PIANO 





k 



a 



■^'i^J J^ \ri ^ 



^ ^ uy J 



3zzt 



8tar. Ie88 o. cean; Bi«ig*htJy shine, my lamp) tho^ stars gTow dim, 




f^'i. t J. J) J J J Jif.jj 



i t'M^ J I 



Shine like the love of hep whose lone de.vo.tion Night.ly soapsto Heav'n,and 





^^ 



^2 



prays for him. 



r r I rn 




Blow^ g'ent-ly hlow, thou home«ward hreeze, 



^ 



Op 




k 



s 




m 



tell 



me 



where my own true 



^ 




i 



5 



love is I'oam 



ing-; 



i''>n u u^^ 



|'^''>U f 




^ 



^ 



^ 



f 



If n 

Long-, 



^ 



I 



long* my lamp 



p 



^ 



1 * i •! . 



^ 



oer storm _ y seas 



Hath 




Jz 



s 



i ir^ 



^ 



i 



^ 



H 



i-J LJ LJ 



n P r-] 




Jz 



S 



y- ^ r r I 



beamed to ^uide his fl^^g) 



^^ 



^ 



and hail his com . ing*. 




J 




k 



^ 



S 



I 
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\ 




§^'' ^ ' I' ^ m 



i 



s 



^ 



^m 



E 



Start - ing* swells my heart, 



but all is lone; 





t 



s 



r.J^ J y J 



h^ J' J r^ir'iT ^^ 



Child . like dreams and ehild.like fears ap.pal me, But irithjoiit him life's best 





s 



^m 



^=y 



^ 



lig-ht is g'one. 



r r r M r ' i; i 



^ 



3 



w^^^Li^^^m^a 



Blow, g^nt . ly blow, thou home.ward breeze. 



Or 
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fj ' t 1 I 



■^ 



m 



I 



tt 



^ 



tell me where my own true 



love is roam « ing*; 






\ 



V 



E 



fefe 



^ y \r -^ 



^ 



B 



beamcl to ^uide his flag* and 



hail his com . ing*. 
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f 



) 



fe 



^ 



s 



^ 



f>^ 



*t 



^ 



^ 



^ 



^ 



Hai'k! the "vrild 8urg>e moans, A . las, hoir of. ten 



The 




te 




^ 



^ 



^ 



K- 



S: 



i 



Oil - ly re « quiem 



oer a 



loVd 



one« grave; 



Dark 





fW.-s c 



¥=? 



^__>»B_* 



spare my lov'd, 



ff r-, .^JN r : 



E 



spare my lov'd,my beanti - ftil, my brave 



a tempo 
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) 




% 



V 



^? 



^ 



^ 



^^ 




Blow, g-ent-ly blow* thou home ward breeze, Or tell me where my own true 





love is roam . ing*, Long* long* my lamp o'er storm «y seas 



Hath 








^ 



. u J ; j-^ 



shone to g>ui(ie his flag* and hail his com-ing>. 
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ORPHEUS WITH HIS LUTE. 



Heury 8tJ? 



WORDS BY SHAKESPERE 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK. 



PIANO. 





m 



p 



r n .^ iJ J- . 



i\ i J- J ^ I 



Or-phens with his Lute, made trees And the moun . tain 




^^ 



r i f 



tops that freeze, 



Q* c r 



5 




Boir them.sely^s, 



Bow them.selyeH, 
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J 




J' r\ t 



tr 



J ■ J J 



^ t * *» 



Bov them - selves when 



he 



did sing*. 




llg ft 



r c^M 



^ 



^ 



To hi^ mu . sic, plants and flowers 




V Uj r J' 



S'tacc. 



«i I* *i 



t.^M 



m 



^M 



}' n ^ 



^m 



a tempo. 



Ey • , . er spring*^ as sun and shoVrs 



There had made^ 




^ 




i 



^ 



rail. 



I 



^ 



n n hi 



there had made 



a last . ing* 
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rail. 




^ 



♦It* *i 



last . ing* spring*; 






There had made a 





m 



¥=^ 



last • • ing' spring*. 



a tempo, ^^^^^ 



m 
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dolce. 




ElvLry thing" that heard him pl'dj. 



Ev'n the hil - lows of the sea, 




^# 



^^ 



^ 



r n^\i. J j^ 



Hung' their heads, hung* their heads, hung* their heads and then lay 




J 




^ v *i 




V. 



In sweet mu . sic 





is such art, 



Kil. ling* care and g'rief of heart Fall a. sleep, 
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^ 



/r\ 



/ 



P J' J _l /? ^ J J- 1 .P- 



fall a- sleep, 



fall a _ sleep or hearings die, 




J 










f 




Fall a .bleep or hear • - ing» die, 




T H,^ 






Fall a.sleep or hear . ing* die. 




1^ I fin " ' 
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1 DO CONFESS. 



WORDS ANONYMOUS. 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK 



) 



VOICE. 




PIANO. 



% 



^2=5 







^^ 



^ 



^ 



q=F 



^m. 



a 



^ 




uiw 



^ 




^3E 



1* ^ 



^^ 



^ 



i 



^^ 



m 



con . fe88 thouVt 8mooth and fair, 





^ 



^ 



I 



i 



^^ 



i 



^ 



^3 



^ 



I mig'ht have been broug'ht to 



love thee 9 




t 



k 



m 




f 



a 



» 






^^^ 




§ 



^3 
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J 




^ 




^i=^ 



f 



^ 



f^ 



i 



1 



I 



not find 



the slig'ht _ est prayV 



# 



That 




% 



k 



^ 



? 



^==? 



# 



^ 




^^ 



I 



?=F 





^ 



k 



J- J n- . 



Iip8 could move had powV to moye thee. 



J ■ n\^ 



^ 



And ^ I can leave thee 




^ 



I 



I 



^ 



^ 



a . lone 




^^ 



^ 



^ 



worth - y to he loVd by 



8 ^ ' 




E 



3 



I 



5 



P 
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t 



k 



'If/ H 



1 



^ / i r'F. r 



I do confess 



P 



^ 



thou*rt sweet, yet find Thee such an unthrift of thj' 




J 




t 



\r 



i 



t 



^ 



sweets, 




Thy fa - . voups are but like the wind 



That 





'''\ -f. f • 



I 



^ ^ 



kiss - eth ev' - py thing' it meets. 
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k 



D r f- F "^ ^ If ! 

worth _y . to be lorVi by none. 






t 



k 



i^zrb 






B 




e 



s: 



V 



^ 



b- 



1 




i 



The morn « ing*-Pose that un .touched stands, 



t 



^m 




E 






d'-vi "i 



* 



^W 



£ 



b: 



^ 



^ 
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J 




% 



\r 






p" 



? 



1 



^ 



i: c J >J"i 



pluckd and stpainVl thro' ru _ dei- hands, Her sweet no long-.er with her 




J 




jz 



^ 



i 



E 



dwells, 



^ j^ i F ^[; ^ M 



^ 



g 



But scent and beau _ ty both are g'one, 



And 







^ 




jz 




r 



! 



\ 



^m 




J 




% 



fe 



% 




leaves fall 



^ 



^^ 



E 



fi'um her one by one. 
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t 




? 



^ 



^ 



thee be -.tide; 



^m 



v^ 



^ 



H f 



N 



^ 



^ 



When thou hast livd and lov'd a while 



M^ith 





seal* flowps thoult be thrown a. side, And I shall 8igii,^hile some shall 





t 



k 



^3 



^ 



smile 



^ 



To see thy love 



for 



' r - 

7 — 7 — V 



^ 



ev _ ry one, 



Huth 





^ 



k 



I f- r ^ r ' 



tw. 



f 



?==^ 



I 



broiig'ht thee to be lovcl by none. 



SEA SONC. 



WORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK 



VOICE. 



PIANO 





^ 




r n 1 y 



K 



K 




m 




BweetJy, but how swiftJly too, the qui_et day g'oes by,.— 



When 



I 



uu 



i 



u 




i 



t/t-J 




i 



U 



^ 
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^ 




% 



k 



'U ^ V- i ^ t ^ 



^^ 



m 



1 




I can hear my true love's Toice, and see his brig>ht black eye; 



Though 




y 




h 



& 



y- 




loud_ly roars the g*ale, 



^Pi 



^ 



and wild « ly swells the sea 



^ 



^ 



The 




fji'M, I f t I f i ^ 



^^^ 



pre_sence of my g*al . lant mate makes this a calm to me. 
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To be a-iray from all the world but him I like the best, And lone-li.ly se. 



RFq= 



i 



tJ 




I 



u 



J^^.IJ i 




uu 







~ irf J * ^ 



ti 



p 



f 



ti 



^m 




cure, like two eagLles in their nest, 



To live for this is life enoug*h,all 




o.therlife to me. Is like yon spar of tossing* wreck up . on the surg'ing' 






• • • • I 




'^ >'' ! ' o r 



/c\ 



^ 



sea. 





fevr m sooth, and less of worldly cheer; Id ra Jther in a pri .. son dwell tKan 

i 




■p' — V - X . .... 

queen it on a throne, With thee, for in the prison, loye,thou "wouldst be mine a. 



\^^J ^^ 
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L_ 





Jz 



V \ *i 



So lay thee do^n be _ side me loYe,aiid let us sleep a _ way All troubled yisious 

t i n Ji I 



s«=* 



e 



I 



ZJ tJ 



3 



U 



^^ 



tfU 



^ 



tr 




r 




^ ~jf~ ^ E 



> 




t 



a 






m 




of the nig*ht, and cankers of the day, Noi* think that woi-dly grief a. g'ain uhall 





ev-er cloud our hrow, But dream that we shall aye behlest, as tru-lyireape 
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A PLEASANT MUSIC FLOATS ALONG THE MERE. 



WORDS BY WORDSWORTH 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK, 



JiJ^DjiJirTE. 



PIANO. 




violin oblig-ato. 






t* 



s 



i 



^33 



S- 



s 




A plea - bant mu . «ic floats a . long^ the 

J I I I. I ,^u-^ 



^ 



t. 



I=H 



f 





i^^ 



^ 



i 



j'.irnjj 



s 



J;!^ 



■e 



mere. 



=^=A^ 



From monks in E - ly 



4 



chaiint 



- mg-, 



i 



\ i ■^^ i ffi 






a 



^S 



B 






y— F 



^ 




t* 



a 



f^ J 



i 



i 



ii 4 




E 



ehannt - ing* 



near. 




fc* 



s 



^M 



1 IL 



^'\> [' ■ 




Aik 



^^ 



f^ 



22 





ZZ 



While as Ca - nute, th 



king" 



Is 



row - 



^ 




J 




itzji 



J^iJ J 



zc 



ZL 



m 



o 



I 



- ing- by 





f 



^ 



^ 



oapfcj.menr quoth the might, y kingv (draw near 



f 



I 



3 



/ 



g — e- g 



I 



e; 



I 



/Q 




■« 



¥ 







^ 



r 



^ 



^^ 



i= 



» 



i* t* @' 



i 



«L^ 



P 



J 



> 




t 



1 



«=^ 







8' 



^ 



^^i 



* 





^ 



r 



i 



^ 



e 



^ 



f 



i* K @' 



^ 





zz 



^ 



a 



and 



i 



^ 



i 



all 



past 



con _ quests, 



all 



T 



6—^ 



-&—^ 



I 






m 





^ 



i 



^3E 



P=^=^ 



schemes Of 



g 



9^ 
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J 




22 



^ 



^ 



* 




T" 



fii - tare, 



r r I r w 



va 



nish - ing' lik 



e 




^^ 




* 



tf — - 



^^ 



^ 



? 



z 



^9—^ 

dreams; 



emp - - ty 



Heart. 





^ 



(9- 



% 



^ 



P 



P 



^ 



touched, and hap . ly 




not with - out 



tear,. 



The 




^ 



i 



i 



fe 



i 



m 



rt 



m 



r 



rj • 



E 



i 



^ 



¥=¥ 





poy _ - al mins . trel. 



ere 



the 



choir 



18 



t 




m 



N- 



f 



^ 



¥=W 



^S 



E 



^ 



* 



26^ 




t 



p 



p 



pfe 



1 




zz 



still, And while his fi-ee 



hark hkims the smooth.. 




J 




\l 



^^ 



^ 



t 



flood 




^ 



long", 



y— ^ 



P 



Gives to that 



b 



^^ 




^ 



s^ 



' il^ ^ 



o- 



ZA • 



3 



y^H»^ 



1 



*:i 




r 
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J 




k 



■G 



■^ 



^ 



^P 



^ 



^ 



rhyme, 




fr- 



■B 



I 



^^=^ 



^ 



f 



E 



i 



^ 



« 



^3 



I 



]« 



^ 




j^E^ 



s 



^ r r i r^r^ i ' 



i 



^ 



i 



Oh 



suif' _ ping' earth! 



Oh 





t* 



^ 



XL 



I 



d t* 



s 



a. 



I 



^ 



8iiff^- ring* earth, be thank.ful! 



be thankful! 



^fe 





E 




E 



te 




iJ- \ 



^S 



^ 



^ 



e* 



f 



^ 



-/ 




fe^ 



s 



I 



f 



^ 



^ 



i 



^ 



^ 




^ 



Stern _ est clime And rud - est ag'e are siih - 



- ject 



^fe 




^S 



i."i> \ ■ 
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t/ 



^^ 



i 



^ 



«- 



^ 




^ 



to the thrill, 



8uh - - ject 



to the thrill Of 




\i ^^> .1 } \ ^' r I r r I f 



m 



Jit^ 



i 



Heav'n de . 8cend . ed pi . e . ty and son^ 

t;toItii. 



ii>lh^ rnS^ly^i 





t* 



s 



>;TO5JSi^nj 




^^ 



& 




^ 



i tm J5 ^;^^ 



f 



I 




iS Jg jii JS fi nS 
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I'LL MEET THE FAIR LASSIE. 



WORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK 



VOICE. 



) ALLEGRO JTOJT TItOPPO, IJT TEJUPO GIUSTO. 

9 



PIANO 




; 




H ener^etico 



r I r ' ^w J- 



i 



^ 



The fresh hreeze hreathes o^er mB^ And its welcome seems kind, The 





brig'ht West's be - fore me. And the grey East be _ hind ; 



The 





^ 



blythe tryst- ed 



lover, O'er the muir I hie 



f 



The 





^ 



J - JJ 



i 



i 



lambs and the 



plo 



ver, I 



lis . ten 



a 




•M 
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I 




^ 



^m 



^m 



I m ^ " 



lone, While a blythe tryst .ed lov - er O'er the muir I hie 
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M p dolee^ slower 



m 



m 



^^ 



m 



5 



Hep ho.ney breathes sweet . ep Than the bpeeze in itH mipth , Hep 



^ 





^ 



^ 



kind eyes g*lance meet . ep Fop hea . yen than eapth ; Hep 





^ 



I 



i 



JL 



cres. 



^ ^ 



^ 



fopm without fault, As hep heapt without stain, And she's 




o'ep yon bpown 



hill, And waits me in its 



g-len ; 



Lep 




272 




o'er yon brown hill, And iraits me in its g'len. 





spiritoso 




^ 



I 



^ 



^m 



m 



J i' *i J ' 



Then swift be thy mo . lion, Thou day. beam of 



powel* ! And. 




haste thee from o . cean, Thou calm g*loam . ing* hour ! When 





brig*ht trtars are g^leaming* In the blue depths oUhe sea 



ni 





meet the faii^ 



las.sie That^s dear, est to me 
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{ 




rail. 



i 



^ 



- ^ 



■9 



fe 



dear _ est to 



Oh 



dear, est to 



ni 




li a teiivpo alleg'ro 





meet the fair las . sie That^s dear - est to me 
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LIKE TO THE DEPTH OF THE MOUNTAIN FALL. 

WORDS BY ALUIN PARK PATON. MUSIC BY JOHN PARK. 

PIANO. • 




moiin _ tain fall, Where thf white wa _ teps boil 





• J- J I J ■ 



m 




' re f. 



all, Ev- ei* pis 



- mg*, 



TlS 



« ing* and 




[^ *i)l^ p 



N 



m 



*i t* *i =? 



^ 



g 



fall . . ing*, fall - . ing* a . way, 



Is this 




^ 




n 



^ 



r r i r • r m ^ 




hig^h fount . ed life with its ed « dies of toil, 



And its 
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^fe 



^ 



^ 



i 



J. n I j-i 



sprite paint, ed g^lobes ev. er np - ward 



boil. 



And a . 




( ih^ .\ ■ 



i>m-M f^i 




rise but to melt. 



in _ to air, 



And 



a - 







I 



raM. 



i 



*i *i 1 



*ise but to melt 



1 jlili^ M 



but to melt in _ to 




> 




^a tempo. 



c\ 



i 



air. 




f r 
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A 



But like the sun - bow 



in its spray 



set, 



An 





T T ^ 




an . g^l path 



arch - in^ the stream. 



In irhose 




> 




' f C f 1 1 J ^ I. ^ 



*i *l J 



^ 



gio - ry all 



hea - ven - ly co - lours are met , 



And irhich 




> 




^^^ 



makes the heart giad by its 

s 



^ 



^ 



gieam And which makes theheart 
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I 



*1 *1 t* *! 



g*lad 




glad with its gleam, I 



s 



that 








?^^ 



^=^ 



Ev _ 




er 



bent 



. 1** tr— 

o _ vei* ws here, 



M'hieh 



LXJ LU" 




p^pi 



m 



^ 



m 




^ 



i 



^ 



^ *i t* ^ 



r^¥ J ■ 1^3 'JiJ ■ J . 




shines in the hea _ yiest 



mists of des . pair 



And 
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tan . 




do. 



[^ tt)|t* j'^ 



a tempo. 



^ 




lours with 




rail. 



a tempo. 
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A JUNE SONC. 



WORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK. 



MODERATO 



AFFSTUOSO, 







i 




m 




gleaming, the tdr..reilts are streaming. And ea gles a. 




^^ 



9 



^ 



_loft 



^ 



^ 



the clond less 



sky; 



The 





P 



dew__-y grass springmg, the 



prmgmg , 



I 



I I r 1 1 r " 1 1 



fo._rest hirds smg.ing; All 





m 



i 



nia] 



earth , and all 



^^' 



I 



■■ 



glo ,-.rions on 





I 



i 



Let us wan jder 




i 



^ 



Love I 



^ 



throng. Whose ^ cares would dim 



i 



and 



I 



so 






thrushes sweet song, Make 




r ' r r I I ^ 

joy in the woods, 



The 





^m 



I 



wild e-iing woods, 



i 



^^ 



^ 



p 



the flow. e...ry woods of 





35oloe. 
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wild 



P 



^ 



I 



^ 



ro ses 



breath ... ing Less 

J J J : 



rose 



thaii the 





m 



^ 



more 



^ 



r c'v i r r i 



I ^ ' I * ^ 



I Will crown tHee, my hearts qneen to own thee. And 




deck thee a throne hy the 



monn .tain 



stream; Then a. 
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p 



i 



i 



^^ 



eyes 



• • • 



(R 



'om 



"white 



Ben, more 




i^^ 



m 



l>liie 



^ 



^ 



1 



sea line,....) Shall 



gaze 
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to the 




^ 



np.-on 





m 



i 



then they 11 smile. 




kind Ij 





^ 



smile 



p 




m 



their de> 
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THE TWO SPIRITS. 



WORDS BY SHELLEY. 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK. 



VOICE, 



V- 



fe=^ 







PIANO. 



^ 



6Z 



5 



/^ Spirit. Oh! thou, vho pliim'd with strong* de .. sire, Would'sl 





t* 



E 



m 



[r \f ^ \f V - 



S 



k: 



*! ^ t ) 



float a « bove the earth, 



le 



irarel 



^=^ 



W 







^^ 



g^ 





^ 



•<*<>] 




ll 




^=^ 



^^ 



^ 




^'1\ J 'l J J^ J J' I J K ^ 



I 



sha - do¥r tracks thy flight of fire,. 



Nig'ht is com.iiig 



.! 



^=»=^. 






vVi J 1 J 



s 



s 



Y- 



^S 



\\ r r r M 



^ 



j i* 1* 



J? 



^ 



li^ 




£ 



f 



^F?=F 
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W=^F^ 




J. J I p ■ jo ; ^ 



Brig'htare the re - gaons of the air. And a - mong* the winds and 





^\ j J-; / Jir- ^J^^J'UJ^ 




beams. It vepe de - light to wan^der there, 



Nig^ht is 




^ 




i* 



BM 



• .^ ^ •i 



Piu Mosso. 

K k I . - 



^ 



E 



g 



COTDing 



.StidSpirU The 




^^ 



i 



zz 



^ 



E 



^ 



death 



less 



stars 



are 



bpig'ht 



a - 



^^ 




^ 



xx 



■^ 
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J 




"^^ 



i 



t* 1* 



8had( 




irt 



^ 



of 



night, 



With _ in 



my 




BS^ 



^ 



m 



t 



heart 



is 



the lamp 



of 



love, 



And 
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^ 



^ 




And the moon vill 



smile. 



vith 



3 



ECT 



r::^'^::^ 



JS J'l i^ 1 1 JN Ih 




% 



i9- 






u 




irwrn. ^jSi, pp 



« 
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fe 



^^ 



round 



¥=^ 



m 



my 



flight, 



And make. 









to 



^ 



u.i, t* 



3^ 



J ^ 






M; 



1# 



^^ 




i 



3 



^ 



it^ Spirit Exit if the vhirl . winds of dark - 



ne88 




rmi 



^ 



^ ^ ■ 



^•i^iTjrr] 




^^ 
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fe 



btorm . 



- y 



ram; 



Seel the 



^m 



<^s 



m 





I* 



t 



^ 




i 



bounds of the air are shak .. en, 




^^ 



Night is coming* 




y 




kk 



^ 



I 



m 



The 
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J 




A^ 
^ 



is: 



J^ J^ i- JW 



k: 



s: 



red swift clouds of the hup_ pi_cane Yon de _ din _ ing* sun have o_ver_ 



g I lll\ 



■^=9=^. 



f 



B^ 



S 



i 



^ 



5 



^PS 



5 




5 




B$ 



£ 




■& 



■» 



^ 



N. 



J A i-J ■ 



^ 



^^ 



tak^n, 



The clash of the hail sweeps 





i 



^=F 



I 



^ 



o - Yer the plain. 



Nigrht. 



nig'ht. 



IS 








^^ 



B^ 




' Ujj u J"^^ 



^^^^H 



f 



f 




M: 



S 



t 






i 




incyl 



coming* 







*= 



f 



^2i«f Spirit. I 



I 



see. 



^ 



^ 



F=F 



the lig'ht 



^ 



and I 







1^ 



s: 



«^ 



3 



^ 



I 



i 



calm 



with - - in 



and 



the lig-ht 



a 
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^ 



*: 



r ^ ■• r 



3 



t 



round. 



That TDakes 



i 



E 



njg-ht 



day. 






J 




%■ 



^^ 



Look 



E 



1 



^ 



n 



from thy dull 



earth 



slum . 



bep 





\ 



t 



g ^J\J\^^*l,^ 3fe 






^[iC*<J"iM i 
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^ 



i 



E 



I 



bound. 



My 



I 



f 



g 



1 



3 



moon 



light 



flig-ht 



thou 





\f 6 



i 



i 



£ 



f 



P 



3 



then 



> 




m 



far 



y 




^ 



mayst 



mark 



On 



hig-h,. 




i 



i 



f: 



a _ way: 



1 



J. J^j J 



I 




^ 



And a sil . yer shape like thy 




fe 



i 



g'litt - - ring* hair; 



And when thou a-wak'st 




on the fra « g'rant grass, 



Thoult 




im^iiij I 



^^ 




' l uxir^cJ 







And a sil - « yep shape like thy ear - ly love irill 




J 




^ 



I 



(7\ 



. J I >i fiJ i 



a=e 



^ 



I 



pass; 



And irhen thou a . irak^st, thou' It find night 




J 




^ 



s 



^^ 



day. 



Thou'lt find 



% 



E 



i 



S 



nig'ht 



day, 



Thou'lt 



\i:{u^ 





% 



^^ 



^ 

^ ft^ 



/7\ 



I 



I 



E 



IX 



XE 



iiig^ht 



day. 




xoo 



SWEETLY NOW OUR BOAT IS CLIDINC. 



^V>rORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK 




k 



H 



Sweetly now our 



^^=^ 



^ 



^ 






r 



19- 



ZZ 



boat is glidinfi^, Yeo 



m 



I 



- ho, pull away! The 



^ 



& 



E 






■& 



^ 



s 



c 



Yeo - ho, pull away! 



^ 



P 



£ 



Yeo - ho, pull away! 






moon is up and the swell subsi.ding, Yeo - ho, 

b ^ 



s 



« 



i 



pull a. way! 



^m 



E 



^ 



S 



Yeo - ho, 

z 



g 



i 



Yeo - ho. 



pull a -.way! 



^^ 



E 



pull a^way! 
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fe 



m 



^ 



■& 



• p r p I J J J j ^ 



Round and round us earth and sl^ Glide and gleam like scenes of Heaven, 




V 



s 






Cares are gone, And friends are nigh; Blest the hour and rareJy giv.en; 




t 



e 



c 




E 
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t 



^ 



f 



I 



^ 



^ 



i 



^ 




:#^ 



Yeo - ho, 

f 



pull a- way! 



Calm-Iy now our boat is gliding, 



\ 



^ 



J N n 




A!! 



E^ 



^ 



=§ 



^ 



Yeo - ho, 

L 



pull a -way! 



Calm-ly now our boat is gliding. 



^ 



I 



p 



^ 



I 



^ 



• j^j f I 



Yeo - ho. 



pull a -Way! 



Calm-ly now our boat is gliding, 



a '' J i J J I 



f 



^ 



EE 




r 



I 



^ 




ij 



f 



^ 



i 



^ 



' N rj j n 



^ 





!r 



e 



■r* 



i^ 



Yeo - ho. 



k 



V ' • ■ 



:2^ 



^ 



rail. 



^ 



^^ 



M 



pull a-way! The moon is up and the 



swell sub -siding. 
raU. 



^m. 



^ 



s 



Yeo - ho. 



<S^'l,\ \ \ 



Yeo - ho. 



# J # J 



pull a -way! The moon is up and the 



p 



^ 



' r ^ ^J' 



swell sub -siding. 

J- JN r I 



pull a-way! The moon is up and the swell sub-siding. 
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^^^^^^m 



f 



^ 



:#=^ 



Down the Clyde the sails are gleaming, Yeo - ho, 



i 



j . ;-j ^ I 



pull a-way! 



* # ^ 






SE 



« 



Yeo 



- ho. 







s 



s 



? 



TL 



E 



pull a-way! 



P 



— : ■/ 



1 



Yeo - ho. 



pull a- way! 





J: 



s 



^ 



^ 



r 



i»- 



Oer the tide the Clofjh- lights beaming, 



I 



*=Efc 



f 



^ 



Yeo - 

f 



ho, 



Z 



i 



pull a -way! 



^s 



E 



^ 



Yeo - 



ho. 



pull a -Way! 



& 



i 



zz 



^ 



E 



Yeo - ho, 



pull a-way! 
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fe 



E 



==t 



■& 



^ 



Like yon outward bark be we— Ev'n in calm for tra.vel rea«cly, 



k 



s 



^ 



Si 






t 



3 



• JM J- ; 



m 



i 



Like yon beacon o'er the sea, In calm or tem-pest bright and steady! 



t 



s 



^ 



s 



^i^ 




^^ 



^ 



^ 



b 



J 



3 



I 



f 



r 



I ^ j J 



^j7^ 



P 



P 



■ 1 ■ i/ 



E 
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ir 



m 



Yeo - ho, 

f 



pull a^way! 



Sweetly still our boat is gliding, 






^ 



J J J 




^ 



■^ 



Yeo - ho. 



pull a.wajr! 



Sweetly still our boat is gliding. 



^a 



P 



P 




P 



^ 



J ■ J'J r I 



Yeo - ho, 



pull a.way! 



Sweetly still our boat is gliding, 




^ ^^\f 




k=r 



IL 



g 



^ 



t 



rail. 



:^ 



' • i 



^ 



f 






m 



Yeo - ho, pull a-way! Soon at an.chor she'll be ri.ding. 

rail. 



^ 



i J J J N. 



^ 



B 



-d 



'U 



Yeo - ho, 



^ 



^ 



Yeo - ho. 



pull a-way! Soon at an.chor shell be ridding. 

rail. 



P 



^ 



f 



^ 



J ■ J- J r i 



pull a - way! Soon at an«chor shell be ri-ding. 




^06 



r-ft-g 




BE 



m 



^ 



r 



Stretch the oar and 




k 



skim the a- zure, Yeo 



- ho, 



i 



^ 



pull a -way! 



B 



■& 



a_way! 






^ 



k 



J J ^ r 



y^ 



^ 



Hark! the e-cho joins our measure, 



P 



k 



m 



Yeo - 



ho, 



^ 



E 



pull a -way! 



^ 



1 



^ 



Yeo - 
/ 



ho, 



pull a- way! 



BE 



i 



I 



^ 




k 



a 



^^ 



-*^p #e ' p- 



Yeo - ho, 



m 



rt 






^ 



n 



I 




pull a -way! 



i 



3 



f 



2 



3°7 



fe 



^ 




^ 



IT- 



f 



H 



^^ 



Kind the sleep weMI find to-night, Gen - tie Peace is Labour's daughter. 



rft=zi 



Be 



\ 



V 



XL 




IT 



t 



^^ 



^ 



■ Ji J- J^r 



1 



May our lifels eve thus be bright, And calm uur hearts as that blue waiter, 



i^zrt 






a 



^ 



B 




^^ 



V 



i 



p 



zz 



ii 



f 






^ 



p • 



I 



£ 
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r-Q-TJ 




f 



s 



I 



m. 



p 



J J r i ^ QJ J 



f 



f 



TZ. 




fcl 



Yeo - ho, 

f 



pull away! Sweetly still our boat is gliding, Yeo - ho, 

p f 



^m 



i 



s 



^ 




Yeo - ho, pull away! Sweetly still our boat is g'icling, Ye^o - ho, 

f ^ p f 







^ 



\ J • J'J r 



TT 



Yeo - ho, pull away! Sweetly still our boat is gliding, Yeo - ho. 




cres. 





k 



s 



i 



15: 



S, 



TTf I J. J- J ^ 



jsr 



-e^ 



T£ 



xn 



^^ 



^^ 



k 



pull away! Stars are out and home be«tiding, Yeo heave 0! 

ores-. JST- 



J J jiJ.;J J 



^^ 



ti 



m 



■e- 



xi: 



4^ 



pull away! Stars are out and home be-tiding, Yeo heave 0! 

e^K p • c r r I r ^ 



' i jj^jr 



* » y 



pull away! Stars are out and home be^tiding, Yeo heave 0! ^... 
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OH! LIFE OF YOUTH. 



WORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK 



VOICE. 



PIANO 



RjiTHKR SI.OWLTr? 




^ 



v \ ? i * i* 




^ ^\> < ^ I* 





I* 



doles 



s 



V/.1 
■.«£'. 



Oh! 




; 




^ 



i 



^ 



P 



life 



of youth, 



how like 



art thou 



To 
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; 




t 



k^ 



K 



that 



^ 



^ 



ad - vane _ ing* 



i 



tide. 



Which 





^ 



^ 



f 



f 



f 



seems, 



with on _ ward 



fii _ 



_ _ py now. 



No 





t* 



s 



f 



^ 



main 



the tide's 



I 



^ 



i 



i 



ad _ vane - - ing> mig'ht, 



Its 



& 




3" 



J 




* 



b: 



t 



I 



lioise 



and fii . - ry 



vain; 



It 





"rr^ cl^jrn^ ^ 




o 



12 



J 




I* 



a 



espressivo. 



t 



P 



hig'h _ _ - er law 



I 



^ 



^ 



^^^ 



ap . points 



its course, 



Aiid 




marks 



its far - thest 



line, 






^ 



^ 



E 



P 



I 



trols and limits 



thine; 



Then let 



f- r • M 



thy life's ad_ 
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) 




I* 



s 



^^ 



dim. 

J • J- J J 



i 



leng'th subside, 'Twill leave no wrecks be . hind. 
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MORE FAIR THAN ANY MORTAL THINGS 



WORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 






J 




t 



^ 



i 



^ 



* < ■ i r II a , 



i 



More fair than a ny mor. tal things, Thou need — est 





nr-^ 



5^ 



"$ 



3 



^« — 1^ 



i 



■p — 1^ 



b. 



9 



? 



1 



> 




E 



a 




' i J Jij r i 



on. 



ly An gel wings, To waft thee to th'e ter nal 




J 




* 



p 



i 



i 



4= ^ 



i 



springs, And bear an Aii_.gel home. 



No change, sweet 




J 




i^ 



3 



^^ 



i 



Se raph! needs thy face. Thy form is hlent in per___fect 




grace 



Al ready .... fitted ... for the place AVhere grief nor 





J 




i 




X 




zz 



^ 



things, Thon need _ .est on ly An gel wings, To "waft thee 




J 



Sail: 




to the — ter — nal springs ^ And bear an An gel home. 




317 




i 



■& 



Wert thou, of Earth, Id pray for thee, M 



mm 



glcd 





^^ 



^ 



I 



m 



loTe and fear would he As rest less as 



the wea___— _.ry 




^ 



=^ 



m 



i 




sea , TJQat fol lows aye the moon . 



Biit as it 





s 



% 



i 



^ 



m 



I 



is, \Vhen trou_ hie drivn , To 



think 



of thee hrings thon^ts of 
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^ 



• » ■ ■ — —T? 



^ 



Heayn; 



^ 



^ 



Love with .out fear shall there he gii^, As Heayens 





i- i j." J 



things, Thon need est on ly AfcTl-gel wings, To waft tliee 

'■* r « lJ ■• B t 



^ 



^« — F 





to th 



' e ter nal springs And "bear an An _ . gel home . 




BRIGHT THROUGH SCENES OF BEAUTY GLIDING. 



WORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK. 



ALLEGRETTO 



VOICE. 



PIANO 



if ^''oi J TTTiT^ n ^ ^' j i 



15l Brig'ht thro' scenes of beau - ty g'li-dingi Were thy face and 



i ^K 'j ^ 






Save thy pa - diant i - mag*e there. 



Vain - ly would I 




te 



i 




1 



i 







f 
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; 




S 



J i' J JV| P 



P 






WWiWfcp^^T^lPS"^ 



i 



a 



trace in 8eiii . blance Lake or moun . tain» tow'r or tree; 




Ev' - ry scene in dear re .. mem - brance Melts in - to 




dream of thee. 




2Sd LoTe - ly iras the morn - ing* shin - ing*, LoTe - lier far thy 




J 



i ^^ n y 



m 



i 



t 



meet.ing' smile. 



Pen - sive too the 



eve's 



de . elin - ing*. 





Sweet - er far thy looks the ^hile; 



Sweet the sound of 




; 



s 



^ 



Kr 



■^^ 



f 



^ 



i 



s: 



Al _ pine foiin _ tains, But more siveet thy voi _ ces tone__ 




Drea _ ry nig'ht now veils the moun _ tain», Drea _ riep that I 



^^^^=^ 





m 





^ 



I 



Z^ 



^ 



■^ 
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J 



m 



K 



t 



»— J I ■• 



I 



am a . lone. 




./i WUh shiwar. 




Be the dream wbich thou art now, 



Like a g*leam up . 




; 




^ 



k 



^ 



^^ 




on 



the riv . ep, Like a pare bipd fpom the boug'h: 
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J 




% 



t 



% 



^^ 



t. 



I 



s 



m 



Thou ai't come and g'one, but o - ver Ev' . py thoug*ht of 




this bright shore, 



Thy fair face and form shall ho . ver. 




; 




V 



E 



i 



^ 




Till this heart can 



beat no more. 



§ ^\ ^ n 



^^ 

^ 71^ 



i 



3 



B 



=F=J 



raW. 



r 



^ 



I 



I 



f 



f 



5 



F ^ I j" 1 ^ = 




E 



i 



K 



tzt 



^ 



^^ 




f 



1=1 



raU, 



.^24 



"* ^ 

> 



SAILORS SONG 



WORDS AND MUSIC 



MAi:STOSO 



BY JOHN PARK 




J 




¥ 



^ r' r D 




"When labVmg thro' the 




^ 



^ I 




^^ 



k 



fe^ 



m 



m 



m 




mid-, night grale,. The ship to lee .ward veer ..I i^»- How 



like some tern .pest spirits wail, The toil, iug seainens' cheer., ing! Ye 





^ 
H 




^ 



it 



ad- der vet. t 



^ 



^ 



p 



sad-deryet, tho' tempests sleep, When in bis hammock shroud ...ed, Poor 





m 



K 



P 



^^ 



^ 



^^ 



Jack's teen lowrd in to the deep By messmates round him crowd, ed. Sounds 




^ 




te 




J il J ,f , 



r\ 



J . >^^i>\^ 



fliro the iraves nn • "boimd.ed grave , the corpse sinks 



slow! 




(' n JIIJlGI0RS'..iIJje»KSTIO 




o'er the tropic seas, The ge_iiial trades are blow ing, the 




ship has glad der sounds than these , While snn__ shine's round her 





2(=F 



P 



k 



J 



W 




m 



Un _ _ fiirls 



V 

1 sail 




% %^. 



M 



^ 



^ 



..fore the Ireeze, o'er the hlue 



tides * 



flow 




oh, ivhen all 



m all 



^ 



■ ■ 



^ 



p 



her toils are o'er, And in to port 



£E 



she's 
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J 




^ 



i 



P 



^ 



P 



i 



m 



m 



swing- ing, How cheer ly sonnds that voice once more, A- 




..round her mast head ring ing. Ye ho 



ho J heaye 
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J 







^ 



J m 



M 



i 



smile on shore, 



^Vives 



^ 



and sWeet- hearts smile 



/: ^ 1/ 



on shore, as the 




J 




Slower. 



ship 



heaves 



-F ^ 




Wives and s:weetfaearts 




smile 



on shore, as the ship 



heaves to . 





i 



^ 
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Ml Ni A N D HU. 



J 



VOICE. 



PIANO. 




^ 



Mi 



I 



WORDS BY JOHN PA.JEI.K 



i J- • J • j^ 



m 



\ ^ r- \ 



Ni . an Dhu, the 



hills are hrigrht, And 





on 



this last and love . ly night, Id fain frae auld Knock - 





(^ 



m 




1 



I 



fC-r 



t 



i 



; 




^ 



J ' J c ■ J' 



i 



gt)w . arfs . heig'ht, Look 



oVp the g'len vi 



thee. 



m 




^ 



m 



^ 



i 



i 



1 



Th^ Gaelic Air to which the folluwiiig word« are set was ^iren to me hy the Rbt: Juhn Thompson of Daddingstoso, and heart the name of '*Mi Niui BIni' l> Mj daikOhl. 
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fJi' 




• r nr r -^^r 



Nev-er mair well tread it« heather, 



Jf- r- m^ '' 



Nev.er down the lea, 




J 




^ 



^ 



• ^ U'<? i '^- ^T" i^i, 



1 



Lilt. in will we shear the g'i « ther, F\r o' mirth and g-lee 




fe 



I 



. n iw^ r • I J^ i r M ' ' -M 



Fortune's blab 1 8 o' win -try weather, 



Drive us o'er the sea. 



But 





long\j we're blest wi ane a . no - ther Fie! let fears g*ae fl 



ee 



Yet 




^ 



I 



5 

^ 



f 



4 



m 



p^ 



± 
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^ 



^ 



see my dear the hiU^ are brigiityAnd on this laht and love . ]j nigiit^ Id 





^ 



f 



w ^ J' I ^ ' i r • J I 



auld Knock « g'ow^an's heig'ht, Look oirV the g'len wi' 



^5 




I 



I 



^ 



5 



I 



^ 




^ 



r *i i| 



JN J'. J\ 



thee. 



Mi Ni - an Dhu, twas 





J • J' J-. / 



there we met, And Oh! that hour is 



^^ 



# 



^ 



pre « cious yet, When 



5 



t 



t 




m 




5 
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'§ ^"-j^ j\jn jr: 



1^ 



ni. J [ ■ H 



i 



first my hon - est ^ow could g-et Love's tear « fu' smile frae thee. 

■Kr 




; 




J c ' f. r I 



f. [ Jf i rrf' ^ 



Hearts were pledg^U ere ei.tber kne^ it, Whats to be maun be, 



^^ 



f 



^^ 



? 



^ 



I 



m 



^ 





J- J'r ji. 



Mine was tint ere I could trow o't Wi' that ^lan . eing* e'e7 



J 




^' I II \i :^^ 



Dears Knock g*owLan and the view ot 



Neer a-g^ain well see, 



i 
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f I [ il, 



^N 



Let me g^ang* and tak a.dieu o't *Laoth ma ehree wi' 



thee 



5 



^ 




^ 






5 



te 



^^ 



^^ 



^ 



]• J\ JM 



Ni - an Dhu! tvras there are met, And 



Oh! 



that hour 



IS 





^ 



^ 



^m 



K 



pre _ ciou8 yet, Mlien 



w 



; n i' \ 



first my hon - est voir could g'et 



Love's 






• i-' [' r 



m 



^ o 



tear - fu' smile frae 



thee. 



^ 




i 



i 



n.^n 




E^ 



^■■■^^ 



<v^ 



^Literally '*M J dear Calf *'a Oatlie teim of endearment. 
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THIS WORLD IS THE NURSE OF ALL WE KNOW. 



WORDS BY SHELLEY 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK. 



VOICE 




ANDANTE » 



^m 



w 



4 



^ps 



I 

This "world is the niirse of all we know. Thin world is the 



PIANO 



J 





'J J I gl 



^ 




^^ 



mo...tlier of all we feel. And the coming of death is a fear fui 




hrain nn . en . . . compass'd i/iith nerves of steel ; When 
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J 




^ 



i 



^ 



?=? 



r birf z 



all that we know, or feel, or see, Shall pass. 



shall 




pass like an iin...real mjs .te...ry. 




J ALLKGRO MODERATO, 




¥/ho telletli a tale of nn . . speak. . .ing death ? 



mo ii 



lifteth the 




4 • ' 



I 



.• J) tl 



^^ q 



P-» 



from what is to come? 







Wlio painteth tlie shadofws that 




bJ J I rf^ J M 



lie te. .neath The wide *wind..j]ig caves of the peo...pled 





tomb? Or n ni _.teth the hope of ^what shall he, Wi 




fears, and the love, for that which we see 




J 




ALLEGRO MODE RAT O. 



Con energia e ben marcato. 




J 




i 



I 



^ 




Oh! man , hold thee on 



in 




J 




cou, rage of soul, 



^ I r ^ * r 1' I r 



^ 



? 




Thro' the storm y 



shades of thy 




340 





..ronnd. ... thee roll Shall sleep, 



shall sleep, 





shall sleep 



in the light of a wond*-.rons 




34J 




J 




% 




Oh! 



man, hold thee 



§ ^ \.l 




^ 



^m 



"^^ 



£ 




T=T% 



i 



ri 



i 



J 





on 



in 



s 



^s 



Z 




con..rag;e of soul, Tfaroi^ tne stonn. y 




n 
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J 




i 



clouds 



^ 



of thy world Ij 



way 



And the hil lows of 





cloud that a round thee roll 



Shall sleep 



in the 




J 



^ light, 



^ 



sleep 



p 



in 




i 



^^ 



e 



light. 



in 



the 





sonl, Hold thee on, 



and the 



stor n^ clouds, tliat 




^ 




i 



r rM' r 

roll Shal 



^ 



^m 



ronnd thee 



Shall sleep in the light, in the 




■■ Q k? 



EoMentando . 



i 



TT 



X3: 



■&■ 



a 2Vmyo. 



P 




wond! .reus 
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s 



J 



m 



!• r r 



i 



^ 



i 



in the 




J 




light 



of 



i 



P 



i 




wond! rous 



day. 



Oh 




J 



man, 



7^ 

hold tnee on , 



m 



^•— =* 




Hall: 



in conrage of 




>* 



soul . 



i 



^^ 
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FAREWELL TO NORTHMAVEN. 



WORDS BY SIR WALTER SCOTT. 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK 



ALLKGRO MODERATO. 



VOICE 




w 



i 



^ 



i 



Fare well 



to North -.ma. .yen, 



^^ 



Grey 



PIA 



N0«< 







f 



^ 




^ I 



^ 



t 



Hills wicke fare .well! 



[b the calms of thy 




stonns 



To each 



^ I 



^j«*j 



^ 




I 






f f 



TT 




^= 



r" 



f 



F 



i 
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"breeze that can tsl ry Tlie mood of thy main , And to 




^ 




if 



r\ 



Fmmfiz 



^ 




i 



i 



thee, "bon.-iiy Ma ry! We 



meet not a gain. 




ANDANTE. 




thou hast hroke , 



'^m 



nh2h2 



n 



jt^ Jni 
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ZJL 



^ 



^ 



wild 



m 



cur rents fling them ; 



^ 



On the 




qnick. 



sand 



and 



rock, 



Let the 



=^*fe 




IK 



p i r 1 




^^^ 



^ 



n 



J>i J>i 



J 





m 



^^ 



Mer-.maid en 



sing them; New 



' r r. 

sweet . . ness they U 



fi- Tim 
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J 




^ 



i 



m 



man l)e be „ guilds 



^m 






Too temp .ting a snare to poor 





^ 



i 



^ 




P 



P 



P 



mor. Jkals were givn 



And the hope woidd fix 




there, That should an chor in Heavu. 
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MAY SONG. 



T^ORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK 



Bass solo. 
con energico 



VOICE 



PIANO. 




dures, Gfod's lore no irin _ ters e'er des _ troy, Come forth, be _ 





Tenor solo. 

con energia 



^ 



^^ 



land ! Come^ youths and mai . dens, while each eye 



I ' I M 



Is lit with 




fair day, and round the pole on 



fair day, and round the 




all the Song* of 



352 




done. We hail thy bpide§^rooin Summer's mig^ht! While, forth he 




353 



< 




J 




^^ 



8ea 



And dead thing's leap 



r • O^^ 



3 



^ 



to life a . g^in, 



As na .ture 




J 



Theble ic Tenor. 




^ 



^ 



f 



I 



1 



wakes and lauglis with g^lee; 



^m 



^m 



Oh! round the pole on this fair 




Oh! round the pole on this 




Sing* all, sing* all^ the Song* of May. 



Around the 



^ 



'g^Vr/t i- 1 J 




^ 



i 




fair day, a _ round the pole on this 

354 



^^ 



^m 



fair day, Around the 




^^ 



^.} J J 



pole 



f"r^ 



r 



on this fair day, Sing* all, sing* all, the Song* of 




pole on 



this 



fair day, Sing* 



all the Song* of 




Thou^st come at 

r7\ 



lengi^h 



^th heal . ing* 




J 




*1 d ] 



^ 



r ' t t ' 



^ 



g f M 



eye; For thee the sick 



hare yearn^l so long*; Thou^st come at 
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last^ 



^^ 



^ 




with horn heaped hig*h Of. 



^m 



premise, for tbe 




J 




Bass solo. 



^^ 



] / V 




harvest throng'; Thou'st come best sea - • son of the year , Mlien hope and 




Tenor solo. 




J 




^^ 



• M I 



Chorus. . 



here, Shall du.ly sound 



around our bowers; Ohl round the 




Oh! round the 
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fj"'l' III 



f 



* 



pole on this fair ds^Jv 



Sing^ all, sing* all, the Song* of 



m 




pole on this 



fair day 9 Oh! round the pole on 




5 



^ 




^^ 



P 




^ 




this 



^ 



^ 




Oh! round the pole on this fair day, Sing* all, sing* 



^ 



M rj r 



f 



^m 



i 



^ 



m 



fair day, Oh! round the pole on 



m 



^ 



this 



^ 



fair day, Sing* 




J 



all, the Song* of May. 




^ 



Trio. 



f ^ *1 *< 



1 




laboar shall oppress the 
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J 




5 




hours , 



\\n\in\ 




Nor cares hedim this day of prime 



No 



r 




labour shall oppress the hours. 



Nor cares bedim this day of 




lowVing* cloud, nor fly-ing* shoVrs, 



Disturb the plea^sures of the 




prime 



Nor fly.ing* shovrVs, Disturb the plea.sures of the 



J 




Tekor solo. 




^ 



time! The loyeliest floVrs 




are on the earth, And blandest 




time 



te 



f 



balm 






Trsblb solo. 

^r c r 



is in the air, 



And youthful hearts, 



I P I 



simple 




-¥ f 1 ^ 1 y 
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J 



Chorus. 




^^ 



■i. r I' I UJ i i M 



mirths 



Awake each 



o «. 



thep ev'- py - vhepe To seek the 




fields fop spopt and 



And bing* theip song's to g*e . nial 




fields fop 



sport and play, And sing* theip song's to 







^To seek the fields, fop spopt and play^ And sing* theip 





g*e . nial May, To seek the fields , fop spopt and 



And sing* theip 




song^ to ^e.nial 






^H ^J^p j 



song^ to g'e.nial 




•"dtm. T 
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CANE WERE BUT THE WINTER CAULD. 



WORDS BY ALLAN CUNNINGHAM. 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK 



SJiOWLY AND SIMPLY, 



VOICE. 



PIANO 





m 



w 



i 



k 



i 



S^oice. 




^ 



wild- wood, Where prim ro-.. ses 



blaw. 



1 
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.t^ I 




BaXl: 



in Tempo, 




■ai «^ 



Jj l i-I I J.J ^ 



cauld at mj feet. 



And the fin _ . ger o' deatii s at my 





BaXl: 



^ P SV 



W 




^ 




een, 



GLos_.ing them to sleep. 



Let 




n r ^ 



Ht^ 



$ 



E 



*1 P s^ 



It 




JlaU; 



^ 



k 



! 



If 




i 



^ 



2 



# 



1 



N 




I /9. IlL M 




^ 



meet 



m 



^m 




them 



^ 



i 



ien 



i 



^ 



i 



P 



III 



f 




Dim: 




f 







FAREWELL FAIR STRANGER. 



VrORBS AND MUSIC 

J rxtard. 



BY JOHN PARK, 



PIANO. 



a tempo. 




Farewell, fair straii-g'er, 



hap.py they Who tend thee 




J 

^^m 




i 



i 



^ 



r ^ r I n 1^ ^' ^ ^ 



o'er- thy home * irard way, And hap« py they, oh! hap.py 




they. Who hail thee 



home: 




beauty 



and thy g'ood.ness east, Oer that one day. 'vrhieh 
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J 




t 



r F n •* r 




r n r r -^ '■ ^ ^ 



g'ilds the past> 



lig'ht ifhich in my heart shall last, Mliat 




rallentando. 




c i r. JJ^J 



ey. er chang'e or cold.ness come. 





> 




^ 



r ' r^ g 



^ 



^^ 



^=^ 



^ 



^ 



one May dream of thee 



as I have done; But none with 




364 



a tf-m/jn. 






g'aVb-tmy path a sveet -. ei* ray, 



And beau-ty now bhall 





neer de.cay, But g-leam aye, e'en on life's de . eliue. 
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This verse slower. 
ritard 




a tempo. ^ 



? 



The bea sirellB round thee, 



hut thy 



I 



^ 



Has pray Vs irhich 






4^ n^} 



i 



^ 



love and friend « chip's dai - ly hymn , May 




to thy mem 




J 





J 



^^ 




rend . er dim, 



But ne'er sur. pas» the love of him Whose 



ritard. 




voice may nev « 



reach thee more. 
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This verse slower. 
ritard 



a tempo. 



Tbe bea swells round thee, 



but thy bark 



Has pray>s which 





4^ n^} 



i 



^ 



love and friend « 8hip^8 dai - ly hymn , May 




to thy mem 




> 





^ 



^^ 




rend . er dim, 



But ne^er sur. pass the loye of him Whose 



ritard. 




Toice may nev « 



reach thee more. 
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BISHOP HEBER'S PRAYER FOR HIS COUNTRY 



WORDS BY HEBER 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK. 



JiJ^DjiJV'TE ED Ijr TEMPO, 



VOICE. 




From foes that would the land de-vonr, FV'om g-uil -1y pride and 



5H? 






s: 



PIANO. 



^^^ 



^E 



o 



E 



i 



*> 



^ 




J -J J- J^ 



^-K 



^ 



i 



m 



m 



^ 



lust of po>ver, From wild se . di _ tion^s lair _ less power, From 




J 




%■ 



i 



^^ 



^ 



^ 



^^ 



^ 



men 



- tal 



la . ve . ry; 



sia 



From blind . ed zeal. 



by 




n\ 



3 




n 



f 



^ 



^^ 



/T\ 



22 



H 




368 



J 




^ 



>^ 





\J^ J . ^1 J. s 



faction led, FVom g-id - dy ohanij^e, by fan « cy bred, From 





^ 



^ 



i 



^^ 



p 



i 



poi - Bonous er - pors 



8er . pent head. 



Good Lord, pre . 
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^ 




■ 



^ 



P 



1F=F 



De - fend, O God, 



irith g^ar _ dian hand. 



The 



^ 



? 



|e^ -I j 



Z 



^ 



« 
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LAMENT. 



"rough wind that moanest!' 



WORDS BY SHELLEY 



MUSIC BY JOHN PARK 
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HOW OFT AT EVE 



WORDS AND MUSIC 



BY JOHN PARK 
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life is young' and forth we fare, From sad forebodings free: But ^en di'eajy and 




^^ 




wea _ ry, And health and friends for > sake us. Be peace still and bliss* In the 
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D I R C E. 



WORDS BY SIR J. NOEL PATON. 
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